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	1. And Now We've Got a New Problem

**A/n: this is a continuation of chapter 50 of Dragons: Oneshots of Berk. It's been edited quite heavily since then, so it's hopefully a bit better now. This follows Avengers canon up to Avengers Assemble, and HTTYD canon up to HTTYD 2, with a few of the things mentioned in D:OoB mixed in. If you haven't read it, you probably don't have to, but some things might make a bit more sense.**

* * *

><p>Tony's eyes widened as he caught his first first-hand glimpse of space. In any other circumstance, it would've been beautiful. Unfortunately, the effect was rather ruined by the lack of proper equipment. The suit wasn't built to cope with extreme conditions like this in the best of times, and Tony didn't <em>want <em>to know how badly it would perform, with all the fluctuations in the power kept on making the warning screens flicker. It wasn't long before the lights from the screen dimmed altogether - far too slow for Tony's liking; now, the last thing he ever saw would be the failure to connect with Pepper.

He didn't think anything, not consciously, just let his eyes drift shut as he embraced the darkness threatening to engulf him. Just before his eyes shut completely, the scene changed. He hadn't thought that death would be brought along by a view of the ocean, but it was a welcome reprieve from the never-ending darkness of space.

* * *

><p>Astrid smiled slightly as she noticed Eret's expression. Though Ruffnut had mostly got over her massive crush on him, she still managed to freak him out with her lack of personal boundaries. This was one such occasion, where Skullcrusher had to send a warning shot at Barf and Belch to get them to back off. Eret noticed her amusement and scowled at her, only serving to further Astrid's amusement.<p>

"Something funny?" Hiccup asked, looking between the two. Concentrated as ever on his flying companion, Hiccup had managed to almost entirely miss the exchange between the two riders.

"No." Eret said, at the same time Astrid offered the opposite answer. He glared at her again. "Just Ruffnut flying a bit close."

Hiccup smiled at that, understanding what he'd seen. "I'll tell her to back off. Again..." he said irritably, turning to the twins to give another stern warning that the duo would surely ignore.

"Ruffnut?" he called. She didn't respond. "Ruffnut!"

"What's that?" she said curiously, completely ignoring Hiccup's call. The others followed her gaze, seeing a slight ripple in the otherwise quite normal sky.

"Stay away from it - or at least approach slowly," Hiccup cautioned, "I've seen it before; it's the portal... thingy."

"It'll send us to another world? _Cool!" _the twins enthused. Figures that they'd remember _that _part of the recount of his prior experience with random swirls in the sky. They didn't heed Hiccup's warning and flew straight up to the ripple.

Hiccup sighed. "Do they _ever _listen?" he asked rhetorically, nudging Toothless to get him to move forwards. He didn't budge at first, still eyeing the strange patch of sky suspiciously. _The dragons are nervous. Great; that can only ever mean bad things..._

Eventually though, Toothless complied, leading the others up at a much slower pace and stopping the moment he came level with the twins.

"Okay, let's stay here..." Hiccup advised. "If we just watch it, we'll have an idea of what's going on."

They sat in silence for a while, watching the swirl grow. As it got bigger, the area it encompassed started to darken, making it look as though there was a small patch of night in the middle of the midday sky. For a second it shrank back, before exploding outwards to cover the riders.

"What a surprise; we're going in." Hiccup said sarcastically, eye-roll almost palpable. There wasn't time to say anything else, as the vortex pulled them in, and they found themselves falling.

* * *

><p>The next thing Tony was aware of was that the Hulk could be very loud. <em>Very <em>loud.

He jerked awake at the yell from the Other Guy, and the second thing he was aware of was pain. Not too much; just enough to remind him that yes, he was still alive. Yippee.

"Please tell me nobody kissed me," he said breathlessly. From the tired chuckles he received, he knew it was the right thing to say.

"You know," he continued, tone light and conversational, "I saw a shawarma joint a couple blocks away. Never had shawarma before. Maybe we should get some."

That was an even better thing to say; Cap was rolling his eyes at him now. Stark one, dreadful situation nil.

They sat in silence for a while, basking in the fact that they were all still alive. Tony especially was grateful for that, having taken a slightly unexpected trip to space. And, if the random flashback to blue skies and sunshine was anything to go by, he really had come close to...

No, he wasn't going to think about that one - plenty of time for that over the sleepless nights that were sure to follow.

Just as Tony was starting to relax back into blissful thoughtlessness - as close as he could come, anyway; he was actually running through new inventions and suit designs _(g__otta have a space suit, not repeating that experience), _but at least he wasn't thinking about _that _- a voice that had become far too familiar over the past few hours basted through the comms.

_"It's not over yet." _Nick Fury deadpanned. Tony could imagine him now, all frowny and official while he kept turning like an idiot to see both the screens in front of him. He needed to do something about that, actually. If he was going to be working for SHIELD now, he didn't want to work for someone who turned like an idiot. _Maybe the motion sensors for the holographic screens can be reprogrammed to - wait, still got things to deal with here._

"Uhh... wrong?" Tony said sarcastically. "We won, the bad guys all got exploded... I think the others mysteriously died? Gotta love them hive minds."

_"And now we have a _new _problem." _Fury corrected by way of comeback. Tony scowled; he was going to win in a snark-off with that man some day.

"What is it?" Steve asked, in full Captain America mode and just as serious as the boss man in the sky.

_"I don't know, but they're about a hundred feet above you."_

"They?" Tony echoed. The comm link cut off. _Rude._

* * *

><p>About a hundred feet in the air, Hiccup was complaining about his bad luck. He was also falling uncontrollably, but that kind of thing tended not to bother him as much as it probably should, given his track record for it happening.<p>

"We'll have to find the portal again, but it looks like it just sealed off." he said, looking up at where they'd appeared from. They'd come out of the portal just as it closed, in fact, falling much slower than the strange creature that came before them. The red and gold object had landed some time ago, actually; he didn't have the advantage of wings to slow himself down.

"This isn't the time!" Astrid yelled, reminding Hiccup that his first priority should probably be a safe landing.

"Yeah, sorry..." he said. "Alright. Is everyone okay?" he checked. Everyone gave a confirmation - Hiccup ignored Snotlout's shrieks about how he was about to die - and he mentally checked off the first step of his hastily made plan. "Right. Let's get to the ground - slowly though, and I _mean _slowly," He glared at the twins. "then we can work out what's going on."

After a short glide down to ground level, Hiccup was surprised to find what was quite clearly the aftermath of a battle of some sorts. There were only a few people stood in the middle of the smouldering remains of the strange grey buildings, none of whom looked that bothered to be there, and certainly weren't making any effort to stop the dust settling on them.

Well, _people _was a loose term.

There was a green creature, who was normal if you discounted his greenness and his bulging muscles - they looked like they'd rival even a Viking's. The red and gold creature from before was still there, and its face had opened to reveal a normal looking human's face, possibly meaning that a man was trapped inside (or was it intentional - some strange armour, the type Johan sometimes spoke of?). Speaking of normal humans, a man dressed in red and blue stood next to the green man, holding one hand to his ear while the other gripped a circular shield - good to know that one of them had a good taste in weaponry, at least - and beside him was...

"Thor..." Hiccup whispered.

* * *

><p>"Dragons?" Tony said incredulously. He shifted his head, trying not to wince at the pain such a simple action caused, to check if the others were seeing the same thing. Well, Capsicle certainly was. Thor, on the other hand, looked... amused?<p>

"Vikings!" the god said. He sounded inordinately pleased at this fact, even more so than when he spoke of 'petty' and 'puny' humans. His smile was almost one of endearment.

Vikings. Well, the dragons made more sense now. Wait - Thor was a Norse god, these were Vikings...

"Ha!" Tony laughed. This was just too rich. "Cap, they're meeting _god!"_

* * *

><p>The man in red and gold said something - Hiccup wasn't surprised that he didn't understand it - that the dragon riders ignored. <em>Thor <em>was there. And he looked pleased to see them. _Thor. _Pleased to see _them._

"Thor?" Hiccup said, trying not to sound too nervous. Behind him, the other riders had noticed the god, and were having mixed reactions. The general consensus seemed to be that this was an appropriate time to faint; Astrid was the only one still awake, and it looked like she would soon be following her friends into oblivion.

"Yes?"

And oh dear gods he was just as amazing as people said.

"You're Thor." Hiccup said dumbly. Thor smiled again. "Actual... god... Thor."

That was enough for the Viking. He slumped over, completely dead to the world.

* * *

><p>The scrawny one on the black dragon said something that Tony didn't understand - he was <em>so <em>going to have to learn Norse - and promptly collapsed. Tony found he couldn't really blame him; he'd just met one of his actual gods, after all. The other Vikings had all met the same fate, and their dragons had assumed defensive stances in front of them.

"Hey, Point Break," Tony caught Thor's attention, "What was the little dude saying?"

"He reminded me of my name." Thor grinned. Tony couldn't help but chuckle at that, painful as laughter was.

"So, no names?" Steve checked, once again a downer. "No explanations?"

"No!" Thor seemed positively jovial, as usual. Perhaps he was making up for Captain Stick-In-His-Ass. "The dragons could tell me though."

Lucky gods and their all-speak.

_"What's going on down there?" _Fury all but shouted into the comms.

"We've found some Vikings." _Vikings. _Amazing! "What should we do with them?"

_"Bring them to your tower, Stark. I'll come to you."_

Another click sounded, and the Avengers were on their own.

"Okay, this, and _then _we get shawarma?"

* * *

><p>After regrouping with Hawkeye and Widow, scaring Loki a bit and letting the SHIELD goons cart him off to locations unknown, the Avengers finally had a chance to tend to their Norse guests. A quick translation program installed in JARVIS and a few beds pushed into one room were all it took to prepare for the small group. The dragons were happy to follow and stayed calm after Thor had a quick chat with them, and now all there was to do was wait.<p>

They weren't there for long before the little dude - the black dragon had been calling him 'Hiccup', of all things - started to stir. He woke up easily, and soon calmed down after he scanned his surroundings a bit.

_"Where am I?"_

JARVIS gave a quick translation that made the Viking jump, and Steve answered: "Stark Tower. It's a safe place," he added quickly, pointing at Tony, "he owns it."

_"Oh." _Was all the young man could come up with after JARVIS translated for him.

"Who are you?" Steve took the lead instead.

_"Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third." _the Viking said, with a slight smile, _"Bad names are supposed to protect us from evil spirits." _he explained.

_"These guys are Astrid, Eret, Snotlout, and Ruffnut and Tuffnut." _Hiccup continued. Tony noticed the way he grouped two of the names together - twins, perhaps? - _"And... where's Toothless?"_

"Toothless?" Steve frowned. "There weren't any other people there..."

_"No, he's a dragon." _Hiccup explained, _"And my best friend."_

Best friends with a dragon? Damn, Tony wasn't sure whether he should feel jealous of or sorry for the guy.

"They're in the other room, with Thor." Steve explained calmly. Hiccup visibly relaxed at that, though he still looked a bit tense. Nothing a quick drink couldn't solve... now to work out what Vikings even drank...

"Are the Vikings awake yet?" Black Widow asked, popping her head round the door. She frowned slightly toward the ceiling as JARVIS started translating her speech. _She doesn't speak Norse? Ha, point to me... once I learn it..._ "Fury's here; he wants to speak with someone."

"You up for it, kid?" Steve checked.

Hiccup scoffed. _"I can talk; I'm not the chief for nothing."_

_Chief? _Tony thought, giving the SCRAWNY Viking an appraising look. _Doesn't look like one._

* * *

><p>Steve stayed in the other room to wait for the others to wake up, while Tony took Hiccup through to talk to Fury. He soon saw the chief in the boy; he wasn't intimidated by Fury's commanding speech or posture - in fact, he looked quite used to being around people much strongER than the director.<p>

"I am Nick Fury, director of the Strategic Homeland -"

_"That's great and all, but I'm more interested in your plans," _Hiccup said impatiently. _"Do you have dragons here, or am I going to have to demonstrate?"_

"A demonstration would be ideal." Fury snapped. Tony sniggered, revelling in the knowledge that Hiccup had managed to make the unflappable director feel put out. _You're doing great, kid._

_Team Stark one, Fury nil. _Tony mentally adopted the Viking.

_"Okay. Toothless?"_

Tony stopped laughing - it wasn't because Fury was glaring at him, honest! - and paid more attention to the black dragon walking over to Hiccup. He was the smallest of the group, but by no means the least threatening. Part of his wing was a different colour to the rest, a bright red made of a clearly different fabric. What had caused that?

_"What do you want to know?" _Hiccup asked politely.

"Are they dangerous?" Fury asked, subtle as ever as he glared at the dragon in obvious mistrust. Toothless glared right back, baring his fangs to the man. _I thought he'd be... well... Toothless._

_"Of course," _Hiccup said, _"But they're good; they won't harm you unless you harm them. Or me; they're fiercely protective."_

Fury nodded. Tony used his momentary pause to jump in with a question of his own: "So they fly? And breathe fire?"

Hiccup laughed. He turned and said something to the dragon, which JARVIS didn't translate.

"Not telling us that bit, J?" Tony asked, frowning up at the ceiling.

"That was not a language in my database, sir." Jarvis explained.

_"Oh, sorry. That was Dragonese." _Hiccup explained. _"I was warning Toothless not to demonstrate that just yet. But yes, he can fly and shoot plasma blasts."_

"Cool!" Tony grinned. _Dragonese... gonna have to learn that, too._ "Can I try?"

Hiccup answered by walking over to Toothless and hopping on. The dragon padded over to Tony, and Hiccup extended an arm out. _"Hop on." _he invited.

Tony, giddy with childish excitement, grabbed Hiccup's hand and practically jumped onto Toothless's back, injuries and tiredness be damned. Clint rolled his eyes at the show of maturity.

"Shut up. You're just jealous you didn't ask first, Legolas."

Clint muttered something obscene about where Tony could shove his statement, which JARVIS didn't translate. Tony laughed and blew a very mature raspberry. Hiccup laughed at the exchange and had one of his own with his dragon, patting it slightly on the head and saying something else in the strange, growling language that was Dragonese. Honestly, it sounded like a mix of clearing his throat and particularly painful coughing fit when it came from a human. _Maybe I won't learn it... _The dragon understood though, and sprang forwards in response, diving straight out of the building.

"A little warning next time!" he yelled. Hiccup laughed at the response, saying something in Norse that was once again not understood, now that they were out of reach of the tower. He needed to find a way of getting JARVIS outside the tower without the suit. It was a good thing that most of the glass had shattered during the battle, Tony realised, as neither dragon nor Viking appeared to have even considered to check the windows. _Maybe they don't have glass? _Tony shuddered at the thought of such a primitive lack of technology.

Speaking of technology, Tony found himself more interested in the gear system by Hiccup's feet than the actual sensation of flight - it _was _an amazing feeling, and _dragons, _but... _technology -_ which looked quite advanced for a civilisation that had yet to discover glass.

"You make that?" he asked, pointing at the contraption. As he did. he realised for the first time that one of the Viking's legs was missing - how he'd missed that, he'd never know.

Hiccup followed Tony's gaze and nodded, guessing what he was asking. He opened his mouth to speak but thought better of it.

They continued in that silence for a while - what were you supposed to say to a guy you couldn't understand, anyway? - as Hiccup guided them around the ruins of New York. _Wow, we really wrecked the place, _Tony realised, looking down at the collapsed buildings and small fires dotting the ground. Hiccup seemed to realise the place for what it was - the aftermath of a warzone - but that didn't stop him from using it as his personal playground. He dodged the skyscrapers, flew between dangerously narrow gaps in bits of rubble, and laughed at Tony's screams - manly screams, of course - as he did.

Just as they were about to pull into yet another loop-de-loop, a slight buzz in his ear reminded him of the comms unit he'd had forced onto him back at the helicarrier before the battle. He had no idea why, really; JARVIS had a perfectly safe frequency for everyone to go onto, but _no, _SHIELD had to be super-special with their super-secret communication and super-unique earpieces. He sighed slightly as he realised why it was back online, and Hiccup slowed down accordingly.

_"Get your ass back here Stark."_ Fury demanded. "_Put your little friend on here and get that computer of yours to tell him what's happening."_

"He's not a computer." Tony corrected impulsively. "He's an AI, or more -"

_"I don't care if he's a talking _monkey_; get back here _now_."_

"Fine." Tony sighed. He couldn't help but add a quiet "Popeye."

_"What did you call me?"_

"Nothing!"

* * *

><p><strong>So, there it is. I'd appreciate (read: I live for) reviews and feedback, so if you could take the time to do that. Though, this probably won't get much, 'cause there's only like three other fanfics n this section. Maybe I'll move it to just Avengers...<strong>


	2. A Team Bonding Exercise

**A/n: first off: what a turn-out! By which I mean like a hundred people, but six reviews, which is _awesome. _(Also: check my Megamind quote there oh yeah.)**

**There's something I forgot to mention last chapter, which I'm pretty sure you've probably worked out already but just in case: _"This is speech in a different language (depends on the person the focus is on).", _"This is speech in that person's own language." and _'This is Dragonese.'_**

* * *

><p>After Fury finished gracing Tony's ears with his presence, the challenge of getting Hiccup to understand that they needed to go back to the tower arose.<p>

"We need to go back," Tony said uselessly, pointing back in the direction of the tower. He might not be understood by the Viking, but it sure felt like he was actually getting somewhere. Hiccup looked at him, looked at Toothless, and said something in Dragonese. (Tony considered it good progress that he was able to tell the difference already.)

Hiccup must've been able to tell what the hand actions meant, or possibly he was a mind reader, because Toothless sped straight back and landed neatly, exactly where they'd taken off from.

"I think we've gathered that dragons aren't dangerous." Fury said as Tony hopped off Toothless.

"Yeah, did you see that?" Tony asked giddily, gesturing back to the dragon, "We were all, nyoom!, and then the buildings were all, crash!"

"Stop acting like a three-year-old." Fury requested snappily. "Anything else to add to your oh-so-eloquent response?"

_Oh, yeah, I'm an adult. Not supposed to be all giddy about dragons. But still... _"Come on! It's a _dragon. _What do you _think _it can do?" Fury raised an eyebrow. "Fine..." Tony pouted. Damn Fury and his eyebrow-speak. "It flies, shoots these wicked fireball things, it has a language..."

_"He." _Hiccup corrected. Tony looked back at him in surprise; he'd forgotten that JARVIS was translating what he said now.

"He, sorry."

Tony scanned the room. The other dragons had gone - to a different floor? Maybe - and the rest of the Avengers had followed. It was just him and Fury. Great.

_"So, what now?" _Well, him, Fury, and Hiccup. And Toothless. _"Got any magic plan to get us back home?"_

"No." Fury admitted. He didn't sound too sorry about it, either. "We don't even know how you got through; the portal was only supposed to open at two ends. I was hoping you could shed some light on the matter?"

Hiccup rolled his eyes, correctly translating Fury's 'polite' suggestion into "tell us no or there'll be consequences". _"There was a portal, we were looking at it - from a _safe distance -" the way he said that made it sound as though someone had ruined the 'safe distance' part of the plan, _"when it suddenly exploded outwards. Next thing I know, we're all falling with the red and gold thing, and we're here... wherever _here _is."_

"New York." Tony supplied. "And this is Stark Tower. More like 'A' tower, right now," he said sadly, thinking of the destruction of what was 88 - an argument could still be made for 85 - percent his baby. Maybe if he said the destruction was to Pepper's parts, _she _could get the people to come and fix it.

Or he could do it himself, as he knew he would, with redesigned floors to suit his new Avenger buddies. And the Vikings, if they stayed that long.

_"Great." _Hiccup's tone implied it was anything but. _"So, where's everyone else?"_

* * *

><p>Everyone else, Hiccup discovered, had retreated to the room he'd woken up in. A quite small room, he noted now that he wasn't busy trying to work out what in Thor's name was going on - and Thor was here, wasn't he? He was never going to get used to that. Small, but strangely decorated, and still no sign of the Man In The Ceiling. J, he thought he'd head Tony call him.<p>

"Hey, man in the ceiling?" he called, looking upwards - _perhaps that's where he's hiding._

"Yes?" For such a strangely inexpressive voice, it sounded quite amused at his new name.

"Who are you?"

"It's more of a what." the voice admitted. "JARVIS - Just A Rather Very Intelligent System. Mr Stark named me."

_Mr Stark. Must be Tony. _"So where are you hiding? It can't be very comfortable in the roof. And how come you can speak Norse?"

"I'm a computer program. An AI, if you will." Again with the amusement. "Vikings don't have computers, so you wouldn't understand. It's... a place to store information, and then display it."

"Like a notebook?" Hiccup checked. "Just a really clever one, that talks instead of showing its pages?"

"I suppose."

"Wow."

_"Done chatting with J?" _Tony asked. He sounded just as amused as the AI though, so he probably wasn't annoyed. _"Your friends went upstairs; there's room for them and the dragons there."_

"Ah, okay." _Time for introductions..._

* * *

><p>By the time Hiccup and Tony found the rest of the group, they'd already well and truly made themselves at home.<p>

Snotlout was already in a headlock; Hiccup wasn't surprised that he'd already managed to irritate the red-headed woman - clearly she and Astrid would be getting along well though, if that reaction was anything to go by. It was slightly surprising that nobody was interested in Thor anymore - the twins were talking to - or rather, at - a man who Hiccup couldn't remember seeing, and Astrid was admiring the arrows of the one Tony had called Legolas. Eret just seemed happy that Ruffnut was preoccupied, while Fishlegs was cowering away from the red-head.

"Hey guys." Hiccup alerted everyone to his presence. "What's going on?"

"Help me!" Snotlout said dramatically from his place on the floor. "She's insane!"

"You probably deserve it." Hiccup was unsympathetic. "Trying to chat her up?"

"Ladies just can't resist the Snotlout charm!" _Taking that as a yes..._

"Nothing much," Astrid answered the original question, moving over from the guy with the arrows. "just been talking. What about you and that guy?" She gestured towards Tony.

"Took him for a flight." he explained. "This is a pretty interesting place. It's called New York, apparently."

_"This is a great reunion and all," _Tony interrupted, _"but I think we need some actual introductions."_

"Well, most of you already know me," Hiccup started.

_"Yeah, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third."_ Tony smirked. _"Great name."_

"Better than Snotlout," Hiccup shot back, gesturing to the Viking on the floor.

"Hey, I can introduce my - aargh! What was that for?"

The woman had decided that a headlock wasn't enough, apparently, and had shoved Snotlout's face into the floor. Hiccup definitely approved of her.

_"That's Widow." _Tony said. _"Well, Black Widow. Natasha Romanoff - if that is indeed her real name. _The **joke** was lost on most people in the room. _"Well anyway, this is Clint, or Hawkeye."_

_"Hey." _the man Astrid had been chatting with raised a hand, not looking up from the arrow-head he was fiddling with.

_"This is Bruce. He's that giant green rage monster from before - you may have noticed him; he's called the Hulk."_

_"Or just the Other Guy." _the man Hiccup didn't recognise said with a slight smile. _"The Hulk, that is. Or Big Guy; depends who you ask." _Hiccup was quite interested with him already. How could he change forms like that?

_"And that's the star-spangled man with a plan, Steve. Or Captain America, or Capsicle, or Captain Stick-Up-His-Ass."_

_"Please don't call me any of those last ones."_ the man with the shield requested. He sounded nice enough, if a tad more formal than the others.

_"I'm guessing you already know Point Break, so that's about it." _Tony finished, tapping the Asgardian's chest with his knuckles. Hiccup nodded slightly to his guess; obviously, they all knew Thor. Though he'd never heard him referred to as 'Point Break'.

"What about that guy?" Astrid asked, pointing to the man in the corner. Whoever he was, Tony didn't seem to like him. "You didn't introduce him."

_"Oh, yeah. Can't forget the SHIELD guy."_ Tony slapped his forehead in faked irritation. _"It's__ Popeye - don't let anyone tell you otherwise."_

_"Nick Fury. Director of the Strategic Homeland -"_

_"I agree with Hiccup; nobody cares." _Tony cut him off, ignoring the glare he received.

_"Intervention, Enforcement and Logistics Division." Fury continued as if Tony hadn't spoken._

_"Great, now we're all good and introduced." _Tony grinned. _"Howzabout telling us more about that portal?" _He directed the question to the 'SHIELD guy'. _What do they know about it?_

_"Our good friend Selvig might have something to say about it, but I'm not going to interrupt him while he recovers." _Fury said. Hiccup frowned - another person to deal with?

"Would it be possible to open it again, though?" Hiccup wondered. From the way these people were talking about it, they were the ones responsible for opening it in the first place.

_"Selvig is the one who designed it," _Fury elaborated, _"so he may be able to recreate it." _He said it quite deliberately. _They don't know whether they can or not._

"Why _wouldn't _they be able to?"

_"They were under mind control when they did it." _Clint said moodily. The dragons shuffled uncomfortably at the mention of mind control; it was still a sore subject, especially when Toothless was involved.

The Avengers turned to look at Hawkeye as he made his comment. Clearly, mind control was a sore subject with them, too.

"Maybe we should stop talking about that aspect of this," Hiccup suggested.

"Hear hear." Clint said, just as darkly as his other comment had been.

"and get back onto the topic of the portal." Hiccup finished. He looked expectantly over at Fury.

_"I'm sure it can be done," _the man confirmed. _"but not now. It's too risky; we might end up inviting another alien invasion."_

"_That's _what destroyed this place?" Tuffnut asked. "Cool."

"So, what _can _we do?"

_"We can chuck Popeye out." _Tony said irritably, glaring at the man with the eye patch.

'Popeye' glared at Tony. _"We need to debrief first." _he said sternly. Hiccup was beginning to think that he said everything sternly.

_"How's this for a debrief: we beat Loki, there aren't any more Chitauri, and I don't care what SHIELD has to say on the matter."_

Fury looked even less impressed than he had before - Hiccup hadn't thought it possible; he'd finally found someone more constantly exasperated than Stoick had been. _"I'll come back tomorrow, for a _proper _debriefing."_

He swept his gaze around the room, expression not changing, and gave Tony one last glare for good measure before he finally left.

* * *

><p>Tony grinned at the group. Sure, it was a bit rough around the edges - a lot rough around the edges - and they might have a few kinks to work out - a lot of kinks to work out - but it was coming together nicely. The addition of the Vikings didn't seem to have affected that dynamic <em>too <em>badly - in fact, Tony was really looking forwards to getting to know Hiccup a bit more.

"You know what we need?" he said, nodding slightly in praise of himself because this idea was just _awesome _and man was he glad he was the one that came up with it.

"A drink?" Clint guessed, eyeing the bar, one of the only things in the room that _hadn't _been destroyed. Tony narrowed his eyes at him; no one was getting to _his _drinks without his explicit opinion.

"No." Tony shook his head, talking to Hawkeye as he would a small child. "We need a team bonding exercise!"

"Wasn't the battle team bonding enough?" Clint shot back, clearly unimpressed. _Spoilsport._

"I thought we agreed that that was a party." Natasha grinned.

Clint pouted. "I thought you were on my side?"

"I'm on the winning side." Natasha corrected. And she was right; Cap was nodding, clearly impressed by Tony's willingness to get along; Thor was always happy to partake in what he surely thought were strange Midgardian customs; Bruce was shaking his head in amused resignation; and the Vikings were shrugging among themselves.

"That's..." Tony did a mental headcount, "twelve against one, there."

"Fine." Clint folded his arms and flopped down onto the nearest sofa. "What are we doing? Hide and seek? Truth or dare?"

"I was thinking more along the lines of twenty questions, actually." Tony corrected. "Or rather, one question. Everyone gets to ask someone else one question!"

"Fine." Clint repeated. "But I can refuse." he bargained.

Knowing the archer's past as a spy, Tony reluctantly agreed. "Great. I'll go first - Peg-leg, what's up with that?" He pointed towards Hiccup's prosthetic.

_"It was a dragon." _Hiccup explained. Tony noticed that the other Avengers had pretty much the same reaction to that as him, barring little miss I-don't-have-emotions, whose expression remained as neutral as always. They were all - he guessed; he wasn't a mind reader - thinking about the dragons in the room with them, and how easy it would be for one of them to just bite someone's limb off.

Hiccup seemed to realise that too, as he continued. _"It was a massive dragon, much different from all these." _he said quickly. _"It was controlling all the other dragons, so I had to kill it. Didn't count on falling off Toothless's back and straight into an explosion, though..."_

Well, that explained that. Tony wasn't sure if he was glad he asked or not. _Well, his bad-ass level just rose..._

The other Avengers were calming now too, and stopped inching away from the reptiles in their midst.

"When was that?" Cap asked suddenly, still frowning. _Figures that Mr Morality would go for the age question._

"Umm... five years ago? I was fifteen... sounds about right."

Slaying the dragon at fifteen? Bad-ass levels: through the roof.

"Hey, I got a question." Clint said, looking at Tony. "Can I get a drink now?"

Tony sighed - figured he'd get all the boring ones. "Fine, knock yourself out." He looked around the group - none of them were really looking at him anymore. "Anyone else?" he checked anyway.

Silence. _Typical._

_"Um... question for... for Thor."_ one of the Vikings - Fisheggs, was it? - asked nervously. He even raised a trembling hand to boot. _Adorable. "Why are you here?"_

"My brother Loki was the one who started this battle. I had to help end it."

Point Break's smile had disappeared at the mention of his brother, replaced by the Asgardian's best serious face. _Guy needs to sort out his family issues. _Tony decided.

_"Yeah, I have a question for the Black Widow." _Snotface - or whatever his name was - asked, in what Tony assumed the Viking thought to be a Very Sexy Voice, capitals and all. As a man who knew a lot about Very Sexy Voices, Tony could confirm that no, it wasn't, and yes, he was lining himself up for a good kick in the balls. _"Do you wanna go out with -"_

"Do you want to keep your insides inside you?" Natasha asked in return, using a voice-with-caps of her own: the Super Scary Voice. Snotlout nodded, whimpering slightly. _Poor kid, doesn't know who he's up against. _"Then I suggest you don't finish that question."

Astrid grinned at Natasha's words. _"I have a different question." _she asked. Widow nodded, happier to accept the new question. _"Do you want to join the Anti-Snotlout Club?"_

Natasha grinned, and a beautiful friendship was born. _Note to self: stay away from those two._

_"Hey, Bruce, was it?" _Hiccup asked, getting the scientist's attention.

"Yeah. I'm guessing that wasn't your question?"

_"Hm. I was wondering about the Other Guy." _Hiccup said, almost cautiously - he must've known it was another sore subject. _Kid's perceptive. "How do you go from one form to the other?"_

Bruce relaxed; that was a relatively safe question. "It happens when I'm angry." he revealed.

Hiccup nodded at that, not as concerned as Tony had seen other people be when receiving that news. _Keep it up and you'll be a science bro in no time. _he decided - he hadn't actually revealed his secret science club idea to Bruce yet, but he wasn't letting the other man say no when he did. Hiccup did, however, send a nervous glance over at the twins. From what Tony had seen so far, they were probably the irritating idiots of the Viking group, so Hiccup would fear them getting Bruce to Hulk out.

"It's not that easy to make it happen though," Bruce had also noticed Hiccup's worried glance. "so you don't need to worry about them."

The twins looked disappointed at that. _Definitely the irritating idiots._

"Well, since I've answered one, I'll ask one." Bruce reasoned. "Can any of you speak a different language?"

Ah, looking for some less technology-based communication. Smart.

_"I'm guessing Dragonese doesn't count here?" _Hiccup guessed. _"In which case, no. Sorry."_

"It's alright." Tony assured. It was still awesome that they could talk to dragons.

There was a comfortable silence in which no one had anything good to say, then: _"How did you destroy all this stuff?"_

Ruffnut and Tuffnut had spoken at the same time, and were now eagerly awaiting an answer. _I'm sure we talked about this already..._

"You mean the city?" Tony checked. Identical nods. _Creepy. _"Well, we had a little help from the alien invasion."

_"Aliens? Cool!" _the twins grinned. Tony shook his head; they really _didn't _remember the conversation from just five minutes ago. He decided not to elaborate; he didn't want them to actually remember something and end up getting tips.

"Do you have a question?" Steve asked, gesturing to the man in the corner. He shook his head.

_"Nah; can't think of anything."_

Tony shrugged. _Fair enough. _"And you, Point Break?"

"Yes." Thor said, smiling slightly again. "When is the feast?"

* * *

><p>After convincing Thor that the feast would be taking place any time now - Hiccup still wasn't over that (<em>Thor. <em>Just..._ Thor)_ but he was getting used to the idea, at least - the Avengers sat down and started bandaging themselves up. It left the Vikings with nothing to do, without having been in a battle themselves, so they retreated to the dragons.

_'You okay, bud?' _Hiccup checked, realising that he hadn't really had a chance to talk to Toothless since their brief flight.

_'I'm bored.' _Toothless complained. Hiccup laughed. _H__e'll be fine. 'What're we doing now?'_

_'Waiting for the Avengers to finish patching themselves up.' _Hiccup explained. _'Shouldn't take too long, hopefully. Then I think we're getting some food.'_

Toothless grinned. _'Great; I'm _starving.'

Ah yes, the poor Night Fury hadn't eaten anything for over an hour! How terrible.

_'I'm sure you'll survive,' _Hiccup said, the embodiment of sympathy. Toothless snorted at him but didn't comment, and the two lay down on the floor.

* * *

><p>Tony looked down at the Viking and dragon duo. <em>Cute, <em>he thought, grinning at his luck as he realised that the two were in a perfect position for the security cameras to catch him - yes he has security cameras in his house, he's Tony God Damn Stark.

The other Vikings were over on the other side of the room, being given earpieces by Bruce, who was trying to explain to them that it was like a miniature version of the Man In The Ceiling - who knew that that was what they were calling JARVIS?. Somehow, the job had fallen to Tony to wake up the sleeping chief.

"Hey Peg-Leg." he said, nudging him with his foot. Nothing. "Get up; it's shawarma time."

_"Go away..." _he mumbled sleepily. _Well that's just rude._

"No can do." Tony smirked. "Get up or I'll throw you out the window."

_"Toothless'll just catch me..."_

Dang. He wasn't even fazed for a second. "Just get up? Please?" _Yes, of course pleading will work._ _Hiccup one, Stark nil._

_"M'kay," _Hiccup muttered, pushing himself away from Toothless's wings and leaving the protective embrace of his dragon buddy. _"You happy now?" _he asked, more awake.

"Very." Tony confirmed. "Now if you'd make your way over to the big green rage machine," - _ha, rhyme - _"we can give you something to help with the language barrier when we leave the tower."

Hiccup nodded and went over to get his earpiece. He frowned for a second, presumably confused at the sudden voice in his ear. _"Oh, hey JARVIS."_

Not The Man In The Ceiling? Tony officially promoted Hiccup to Science Bro status.

"Come on," he said, grabbing his hand and leading him over to the door, "our shawarma awaits!"

* * *

><p>Hiccup had never heard of shawarma before. It was a food, apparently, that Tony had decided would be perfect for a post-battle meal. A bit different from the feasts Berk liked to have, but each to their own.<p>

Tony had led the dragon riders and the Avengers down the tower - the amount of steps was amazing, but to be expected for how far up they were. It was only once they got to the bottom that they realised they could've used their dragons to make the trip quicker, by which point it was too late.

"We can do it on the way back up." Hiccup had pointed out, and the rest of the group had shrugged.

Now they were stood outside the 'shawarma joint', having an argument.

_"We can't bring dragons in with us!" Steve pointed out. "They wouldn't actually fit through the door."_

_"Yeah, but Hiccup says that he and Toothless go everywhere together."_

Correction: Tony and the Captain (Captain of what, though?) were having an argument. Apparently it was a regularly occurring thing, for the all of a day that they'd been in each other's presence. A sort of hate at first sight, one that Hiccup was quickly tiring of. _How did they save the world with teamwork like _this?

"Hiccup says that he doesn't mind as long as he gets fed." Hiccup interrupted. He really didn't mind; he could easily find fish for Toothless, and the dragons were used to having to stay outside. Okay, Toothless wasn't so much, but the others were!

_"It's impractical." _Cap reasoned.

_"Everything else is broken, what's one more wall? Besides, if they're still open after an alien invasion, are they really going to be surprised by dragons?"_

"For his sake!" Hiccup shouted, pointing over at Thor. "They'll stay outside if they have to."

Tony and Steve stared at him for a minute, looking between the Viking and Thor. They continued their staring for a few seconds, then -

_"Ha! That's amazing." _Tony grinned. _"Well, looks like problem's solved. Come on, Capsicle!"_

Everyone followed Tony into the building, slightly less enthusiastically than the billionaire himself. Like most buildings in the city, it looked like it was about to fall down. The walls were already crumbling, and all the surfaces had a thick lining of dust to them.

_"Hope nobody has asthma," _Tony joked as he grabbed a table, brushing the dirt off it as he started pulling it into the middle of the room. Fishlegs shuffled around awkwardly, then set about helping the billionaire put the tables together.

Hiccup helped by grabbing a few chairs, hefting them over to the tables and only slightly resenting the fact that the man with the shield - he wasn't even holding the shield anymore, he was going to have to come up with something better to call him. His name, perhaps. Maybe once he could remember it for more than three seconds... - was able to easily carry a stack of them. At least he _tried, _which was more than could be said for Clint.

He found a way to be genuinely helpful when Toothless started trying to fit his head through the door, going over to help the dragon get unstuck and ending up bringing him in.

"Sorry," he apologised as he walked over to the completed table, "he really doesn't like waiting outside."

_"It's okay." _the shield guy - not to be confused with the SHIELD guy - said warmly. (_Steve. _That was his name.) _"Now, how about we order?"_

_"Good idea," _Tony agreed. _"So, shawarma for everyone? Thought so!" _He didn't give time for anyone to argue, marching up to the counter before anyone could even open their mouths.

And Hiccup _still _didn't know what a shawarma even was.

A woman came up to the counter to serve Tony, looking completely unsurprised at the collection of superheroes and Vikings that had turned up in her restaurant. It had just been one of those days, apparently.

She took the orders and retuned to the back room, presumably to cook the food. That gave Hiccup some time to ask the all-important question: "What even is shawarma, anyway?"

Tony took a moment to look at him in over-dramatic horror. _"You don't know what shawarma is?" _he gasped, reaching a hand out to gently grasp Hiccup's face. _"Oh you poor, deprived child."_

_"Stop with the dramatics and explain it already!" _Clint snapped.

Tony laughed. _"Yeah, I dunno what shawarma is. It'll make a nice surprise when it arrives!"_

Despite having known the man for less than a day, Hiccup couldn't say that he was actually surprised at his antics.

"As long as its edible..."

* * *

><p>Tony looked down at the shawarma and blinked. He wasn't sure what he'd expected when he'd decided to try it, but he decided that the reality was probably better. Or maybe he was too tired to have functioning taste buds anymore. Whatever.<p>

Nobody seemed up for conversation now that the food had arrived. The Avengers because, hey, they _had _just saved the city from an alien takeover and the Vikings because, well, none of them looked much inclined towards civilised conversation - Hiccup was no longer counting as a Viking, in this instance. Far too clever and Science Bro-y - and they were getting used to being in a different universe.

That made for silence in the room, except for the occasional sound of someone taking a bite of their food. Steve looked like he was about to fall asleep in his; his head kept dipping down into his hand, then he'd snap back into alertness, only to repeat the routine. Everyone else was content just to eat without bothering to look at anyone else.

A few whispered words in the hacking-cough language that was Dragonese - if he ever did learn it, he was only going to learn how to understand it - caught Tony's attention. Hiccup was handing some of his shawarma to Toothless, who was accepting the food happily. Tony shrugged, about to turn back to his own meal, when Toothless started choking on it.

He was about to jump up and help the dragon, still in superhero mode, until he realised that the choking noises the Night Fury was making were an attempt at _regurgitating _the food. _Ew. _Still, Hiccup didn't look surprised at the development. Instead, he sighed, braced himself, and ate the offered food. _Double ew._

There was a cute moment that followed when Toothless mirrored Hiccup's smile, but it was still disgusting.

Oh well, he hadn't had that much shawarma left, anyway.

* * *

><p>"Which dragon are you getting on?" Hiccup asked. Tony had already bagsied Toothless - Hiccup had no idea what that meant, but he had a feeling that it didn't involve actual bags - which left the rest of the Avengers to choose their way up to the tower.<p>

_"I'm going with Astrid." _Natasha decided, hopping onto Stormfly with minimal help from the Viking. Snotlout made a whimpering sound at that, clutching his chest as if wounded.

_He'll get over it._

"How about you then?" Sure enough, Snotlout bounced back like a rubber band. He grinned at Clint as he spoke. "Wanna experience the awesome power of a Monstrous Nightmare?"

Clint looked at Hookfang, shrugged, and hopped on.

_'Don't set fire to him.' _Hiccup warned. Hookfang snorted.

_'Spoilsport.'_

Steve looked up at the dragons cautiously. _"I don't know which to get on." _he admitted.

"Ooh!" Fishlegs started bouncing around, waving his hand in the air. "You should definitely choose Meatlug! She has a heart of gold!"

Steve hopped on, and Hiccup chuckled at his friend's predictability. "Who's left?"

_"Bruce." _Tony reminded him, pointing at the other scientist.

"Ah. He should probably go with Skullcrusher then." Hiccup advised, glancing over at the twins, who were having another fight. "Okay guys," he glared at Snotlout, "give them a gentle flight."

_"And _our _first flight was gentle?" _Tony asked sarcastically.

"Shut up."

Tony grinned. _"I'm wounded. Now let's go!"_

* * *

><p>Hiccup looked over at Tony, who was sprawled out on his bed. With the amount of the tower that was destroyed, there wasn't enough room for everyone to have their own room, so everyone had decided to share in the same way that they had shared dragons. It meant that the twins were the only one to keep their normal arrangement, but Hiccup was pretty sure that no one minded, since it meant that they didn't have to spend more time with them.<p>

Hiccup was lucky in that he was sharing with the owner of the tower, so the room he was in was the best one. It was certainly more comfortable than his own room back on Berk, but it was also much less familiar. Technology lined every wall, gadgets that Hiccup had never seen and didn't understand scattered all over the floor. Most of them were, apparently, of Tony's own design. It was a bit daunting, how little he knew, but Hiccup was determined to learn.

Speaking of learning...

"JARVIS?" Hiccup whispered. He knew that the - AI? Comp-something, he'd said he was - was there; Tony had said goodnight to him. The billionaire really did treat him like an invisible man in the ceiling, despite insisting that he wasn't. _But do invisible people in the ceiling need sleep?_

"Yes?" JARVIS whispered back, or spoke at a volume matching Hiccup's own.

"Could you teach me English?"

"Of course, sir."

* * *

><p><strong>So, that was pretty long. And, having started work on the next chapter, I know it's only going to get longer. I've had to split it in two because it'd end up being more than 10,000 words otherwise...<br>Continue with the feedback (delicious, delicious feedback) please! I'm taking the suggestions into account - speaking of which, I'm not sure whether to give the Vikings superpowers or not. If my rough plot is actually followed, they won't be in New York for much more than a month (maybe two?), so if they had powers they'd barely have time to get used to them. Thoughts?**


	3. Is That a Challenge?

**A/n: this chapter originally contained what is now chapter four. I've managed to write myself a bit ahead, but chapter four still isn't finished. If it was still attached to this chapter, the total word count would be over 10,000. So I cut it in half... (Speaking of which: what's everyone's opinion on chapter lengths? Would you prefer them a bit shorter, or a bit longer, or are they okay as they are now?)**

* * *

><p>Tony slept like a brick. It was the first time in ages that he'd managed to do that, and all it had taken was a quick jaunt into space and a casual fight with an alien army.<p>

Who knew?

Opening his eyes simply because JARVIS had informed him of the position of the other Avengers - awake, in his kitchen, and hungry - Tony realised that the same didn't go for Hiccup.

"Did you even sleep?" he wondered, looking over at the Viking, who was now hunched over a book and scribbling furiously.

"No."

"Oh, okay." _Wait. _It was almost embarrassing that his sleep-clouded mind hadn't picked up instantly on Hiccup's speech. Actually, it _was _embarrassing. A lot embarrassing. "Did you just... English?"

"Yes." Hiccup confirmed. _"That's what I've been doing all night. I've only got a few phrases so far, and a bunch of words, but it's a start."_

A _start? _Tony wasn't sure whether to laugh or clap. "That's amazing..." he settled for awed praise. "Well, I _have _to learn Norse now!"

_"_You probably will have to." Hiccup agreed. _"Maybe Astrid and Fishlegs will give it a shot, Eret if he's feeling particularly motivated, but the others are pretty much allergic to learning."_

"I want to learn Dragonese before that," Tony revealed, "not how to speak it - it sounds really painful - but how to understand it, definitely."

Hiccup nodded, then frowned in concentration. "I'll teach you..." he said eventually, "it isn't hard."

Coming from someone who'd managed to learn a lot of English in not a lot of time, Tony figured it'd probably be pretty hard.

"Sir, Clint is threatening to steal all the food if you don't 'get your ass down here right now'."

Ah yes, there was a reason he'd got up. "Well, come on Hiccup, let's see if everyone's killed each other without their handsome leaders to guide them."

* * *

><p>"Hey Hiccup!" Eret grinned as the two stragglers finally turned up for breakfast. "Good thing you turned up when you did. I don't think Astrid could hold Toothless back for much - whoa!"<p>

Eret was cut off as Toothless leapt over him, tail bashing him on the head as he went. Any attempts at conversation the Avengers may have been about to start were put on hold as everyone turned to stare at Hiccup, who was currently twitching on the floor as Toothless grinned down at him.

"It's good to see you too, bud," Hiccup breathed out, wind knocked out of him by the dragon landing on his stomach. "but I kinda need to get up now..."

Toothless bounced off his rider as enthusiastically as he'd jumped onto him, sitting onto his haunches and cocking his head.

_"You okay?"_ Tony asked as he offered a hand to help the Viking up. Hiccup nodded, accepting the help and brushing himself down. _"He's happy to see you."_ he observed.

"You don't know the half of it..." Hiccup glanced back over at Toothless, who was now wriggling in his excitement. "Yes, Mr Jumpy, we'll go on a flight later." Honestly, caring for the night fury was such hard work. But Hiccup wouldn't trade it for the world, even if that meant getting dragon saliva all over his clothes on a regular basis. Speaking of which...

_"Ugh, that's gross."_ Clint pointed out helpfully, shifting away from Hiccup as Toothless licked him. The other Vikings laughed as Hiccup informed Toothless once again of how hard it was to wash out - he was beginning to think that the dragon would never learn. Or, much more likely, he already knew, and that was precisely why he did it, because he was an irritating little shit like that. But Hiccup loved him anyway.

"So, what are we doing now?" Astrid asked. "We probably can't go back yet, but what _can _we do?"

_"You can help me design some floors." _Tony offered.

"You could get JARVIS to help you learn some English," Hiccup suggested. "or go for a flight."

"Who's Jarvis?" Astrid frowned. "I haven't seen anyone else in the tower."

"I'm JARVIS." Hiccup had to restrain laughter as the others jumped in surprise. _They really didn't ask? The twins, yeah, but Fishlegs and Astrid? _"Just A Rather Very Intelligent System, an AI created by Mr Stark."

As JARVIS started to explain basic technology to the other Vikings, Tony resumed conversation with the Avengers and Hiccup: _"Seriously, I'm rebuilding the floors, so if you have any suggestions for yours, speak now or forever be disappointed."_

_"What makes you think we're going to live in the tower?" _Clint challenged.

_"My amazing charm and genius?" _Tony asked sarcastically. _"Where else? You SHIELD guys going back to Hard-ass on the helicarrier? I'll be honest, the idea wouldn't exactly fill _me_ with joy."_

Clint frowned, thinking it over. _"Fine, I'll live here." _he agreed, voice taking on a sulking quality. _"But I get full vent access."_

"Why would you want that?" Hiccup wondered. These Avengers were shaping up to be even weirder than his own friends, and that was saying something.

_"Hawkeye. Clue's in the name." _Tony said simply. Hiccup frowned, still not understanding but knowing when to give up, and looked around the table at the other Avengers.

"What do you do all day?" he asked, suddenly realising that - unless New York was under constant attack from aliens, in which case the people who lived there must be as stubborn as Vikings, and they probably wouldn't have evacuated - they couldn't spend their whole time protecting the city.

_"SHIELD work, spy stuff."_ Natasha explained shortly. _"If we stayed, we'd be away a lot, on missions."_

_"That's fine - you can stick around when Director Douchey doesn't require your services."_ All of Tony's nicknames were, by now, pretty hard to keep up with. Hiccup suspected that he wouldn't have a clue who the man was talking about if he wasn't referring to someone who had been mentioned in the discussion quite recently.

_"I'm supposed to be on the run at the moment,"_ Bruce volunteered with an awkward smile. _"which would be pretty hard, if I was in one place."_

_"We can keep you hidden," _Tony reasoned, _"and you haven't had an accident in ages." _Hiccup was getting the feeling that Tony wanted his new teammates to stick around. Bruce still didn't look convinced though. _"I'll even build a Hulk-proof room for you - not that you'll need it."_

The last sentence was enough to sway the scientist, and Tony's plans - though unknown as yet to anyone - of having two science bros were saved.

_"Great!" _Tony clapped his hands together. _"Well, that's about everyone now, so I'll go get started on -"_

_"You didn't get my opinion." _Steve pointed out calmly. Hiccup couldn't at all tell what the man was thinking. Tony apparently did, as he heaved a huge sigh before he spoke.

_"You don't need to pull out full stick-up-your-ass mode, honestly. I assumed that, as a frail old man, you'd like to have some people around to take care of you."_

Steve sighed irritably. _Old man? _Hiccup voiced his confusion.

_"Oh, you weren't there for that." _Clint said helpfully. _"Basically, SHIELD pulled this guy up from the ice a couple months back. He was in there for about seventy years, so he's, like, ninety now."_

"Oh." Hiccup said intelligently. That just about summed it up.

_"Yeah, bunch of weirdoes we have here." _Tony agreed. _"The guy who thinks he's a bird," _Clint scowled, _"a Latin-speaking assassin," _Tony looked at Natasha accusingly, and gained a cold look in response, though Hiccup thought it might have been a slightly more light-hearted one than an I'm-going-to-kill-you one, _"Capsicle, radiation experiment gone wrong, a bunch of Vikings and a Norse god."_

_"What about you?" _Clint said accusingly.

_"Well, I'm just too devilishly handsome for my own good. It's a miracle that this much charm can be contained in one man, but I manage." _he put on his best weary sigh for effect.

Natasha scoffed. _"No, you've got a miniature version of the world's best clean energy supply strapped to your chest, keeping you alive."_

"You _what?"_

The others stared at Hiccup for a second.

_"I keep forgetting that you don't know any of this stuff." _Tony admitted. _"My little holiday in Afghanistan is common knowledge by now, really. If you want to know more, just google it."_

_Google? _Hiccup was, if anything, more confused, but he could tell that Tony didn't want to talk about it. And if what Natasha had said about the blue light in his chest keeping him alive was true, then he probably had good reason not to.

_"Well!" _Tony said suddenly, straightening up a bit, _"I think it's time to get started on that... see ya!" _He span round neatly, taking a piece of bread from the table and tossing it to a strange machine that _caught it_ - Hiccup was pleased to see that he wasn't the only one shocked by that particular development - and grabbing a mug from a different machine as he passed it. By the time he was at the door, the bread machine had finished its task, and spat the now toasted food into Tony's waiting hand. He gave a salute without turning round, then the doors closed behind him.

_"Show-off." _Clint grumbled, and Hiccup felt he had to agree.

* * *

><p>Tony had barely managed to get started on his latest project - he'd brought up the original floor plan, and deleted the necessary floors - before he was interrupted.<p>

"Sir, one of the Vikings wishes to enter." JARVIS said. Tony looked over and saw Hiccup standing outside. He gave the man a wave.

"Okay, let him in."

JARVIS complied, and Hiccup wandered in. He walked up to the desk Tony was working at, taking his time in looking at all the inventions that surrounded him. Tony couldn't help but smile slightly at the look of obvious awe on Hiccup's face as he stared at each new gadget, completely amazed by all the new tech. It was no surprise; the lab was a hive of activity, machinery everywhere and sparks coming off all the ones that were in use as they melded and cut and shaped their given material, with the perfect balance of rock songs and the sound of metal against metal as the background music. It probably smelled like metal, too - Tony wouldn't know, having spent so much time in it that he was used to it - and a faint hint of burning.

_"So this is your workshop."_

Tony nodded. "Yeah. A bit more high-tech than what you have, I'll bet."

_"Since there isn't a fire here to heat your metal, I'd say it is, yeah." _Hiccup agreed. _"Fury's here." _he said, abruptly changing the topic.

"What? Why didn't you tell me?" Tony directed the conversation towards the ceiling.

"I was not aware, sir." JARVIS admitted.

_"He came in through the window, so I'm not surprised." _Hiccup revealed.

Stupid Fury and his stupid break-ins. "Well, that's just great. Here for that _'proper_ debriefing', I suppose." he copied Fury's tone as he spoke, getting a laugh from his Viking friend in return.

_"He said something about... tesse-something... and Loki. Thor didn't look happy, whatever it was."_

Well, if something was upsetting Point-Break, it had to be about Loki - and probably punishment, given the Asgardian's love for his adopted brother. Tony sighed, heaving himself off the bench with exaggerated reluctance. "We'd better see what it's about."

* * *

><p>If Hiccup was being totally honest, he didn't really want to deal with Fury again, ever. But, part of being chief - or just having maturity in general, something which only he and Astrid managed to achieve, out of all his friends - was acting civil to people you'd rather be yelling at, so he didn't complain when the director barged in through the still-broken window. He couldn't help but return the cold look, though.<p>

After a quick trip down to tell Tony what was going on, the two geniuses returned to have their nice chat.

"What do you want?" Okay, so maybe it wasn't _nice, _but it wasn't downright aggressive, either. And he'd managed to get the first word in.

_"Thor needs to take the Tesseract back to Asgard."_ Fury explained snappishly. _"And the rest of you need to be there."_

"Why?" Hiccup was surprised to note that it was Astrid who formed the first reply, and glad that it was another question.

Fury glared at Astrid for a moment - a glare that was defiantly returned - before answering. _"_You _don't need to be there. The Avengers do."_

_"In which case, they're definitely coming." _Tony decided brightly. _"Unofficial Avengers members, they are. Gonna come with us on all our missions, with their dragons."_

Fury sighed. _"Fine. You and your little pets can come along."_

Hiccup grinned at the other man's annoyance, turning to make a Night Fury call and get Toothless out from the kitchen, where he'd doubtlessly eaten all of Tony's fish supply by now. "Good. So, where to, _Popeye?"_

* * *

><p>The Avengers arrived in style. Tony and Thor came in beside the dragons, flying in the suit and using Mjolnir respectively, while the others decided upon a more conventional travel route. Steve used his motorbike, with Bruce tagging along by clinging to him, and the spies took a SHIELD vehicle, which they parked out of sight. They were refusing to divulge into what kind of vehicle it was. Personally, Hiccup thought that, whatever it was, it probably wasn't as impressive as everything else SHIELD used (he'd seen the helicarrier when Fury first arrived; very little could top that).<p>

"What are we doing here?" Eret asked, patting Skullcrusher. "Are we supposed to be doing something?"

"We better not be!" Snotlout said loudly. "Me and Hookfang are gonna go flying now, so if you don't need us -"

"We don't need you." Astrid assured flatly.

Snotlout frowned, shrugged, then took off on Hookfang. The twins followed behind him, disappearing from view just as Steve walked up.

_"Thor's gone back to Asgard with Loki." _he told them. _"I don't see why we had to be there, really, but we're going back now."_

_"We were here for dramatic effect, Captain Obvious."_ Steve rolled his eyes at Tony's jab. _"Gives the big bosses something to look at on their little screens, doesn't it?"_

That confused both Hiccup and Steve, but Tony didn't elaborate.

_"Where are the rest of your little friends?" _he asked, directing it at Hiccup this time with a falsified affronted tone. _"It's so _rude _of them to just walk off like that!"_

_"You think everything's rude." _Steve pointed out.

Tony laughed dryly. _"So, you do have a sense of humour, after all..."_

Hiccup grinned at Tony's amazement. _'So, should we go back, bud?'_

Toothless nodded, smile matching his rider's, and the took off with Tony to go back to the tower.

_Time to learn more English._

* * *

><p>An amount of days later - Hiccup wasn't sure how many, anymore... one? Two? He was still in Tony's - temporarily his - room, and the scientist hadn't come up to greet him, so maybe it hadn't been as long as he thought - Hiccup finally mastered the English language. It had taken an inordinate amount of time - in Hiccup's opinion - especially since he was only learning to speak and understand it. JARVIS assured him that it was even more ludicrously complex when in written form.<p>

Now that he'd put the effort into learning the language, he figured he might as well use it. That was the reason he used for stumbling into the kitchen, where Steve was dishing out ... some kind of food? Probably - to the group of people sat round the table in front of him. He was glad to see that Tony was at the table, slumped over and looking about as coherent as Hiccup felt.

_"Oh, hello Hiccup." _Steve smiled, putting the pan he was holding onto the counter and reaching into a cupboard to grab another plate. _"Joining us for lunch?"_

Hiccup was silent for a moment, collecting his thoughts. The others looked at him expectantly. _"Your language is ridiculous and I hate it."_ he announced, sliding into a chair next to Tony.

_"You got it completely now?"_ Tony asked, a vague sense of surprise in his expression. Hiccup nodded tiredly. _"I'm guessing you didn't sleep, then." _Hiccup nodded again, nearly dipping his head into the food Steve had just slid in front of him. _"It only took you two days. Impressive."_

Hiccup sent him a small smile as thanks for casually mentioning how long he'd been holed up in his room. _Suppose he'd know - looks like he's well versed in the art of sleep deprivation._

_"What is this?" _he asked, looking down at the food. Whatever it was, it smelled amazing.

_"Mac 'n' cheese."_ Steve revealed with a smile.

_"Food of the gods,"_ Clint intoned, taking a forkful from his own bowl and sighing happily at the smell. _"honestly."_

Hiccup took a bite of his food, only slightly hesitantly, and was pleased to discover that 'mac 'n' cheese' was just as good as advertised. He could imagine Thor eating it - the god wasn't present to do it in person, apparently still sorting out Loki's mess in Asgard - and enjoying it.

_"When you're done with the ambrosia," _Tony interrupted Hiccup's enjoyment of his meal, _"think you'd be awake enough to check out the lab some more?"_

Hiccup nodded enthusiastically, food giving him a bit more energy.

Beside him, Toothless pouted. _'Why can't we go flying?' _he complained.

_"What's that?" _Tony asked, cocking his head at the dragon.

_"Toothless wants to go for a flight." _Hiccup explained.

Tony grinned. _"Well, we can't have our dragon companion losing out on flying time, can we? Let's finish this, and then I'll take the suit out."_

* * *

><p>Tony was impressed by the Night Fury's speed. Toothless was easily matching - perhaps even surpassing - the latest suit's max speed, even though Tony had spent his entire time down in the lab, remodelling and improving on the previous model. To be fair, he <em>had <em>taken some of that time to work on the tower remodelling, which was coming along quite nicely now. The outside of the tower no longer looked like it was about to give way, and structural collapse was much less imminent.

Hiccup grinned as he passed Tony, dragging him from his reverie as he realised that he'd been slowing as he got distracted by his thoughts. _Oh no you don't... _he thought, determinedly pushing more power into the hands and feet and closing the gap between the Viking and himself.

Once he was level with Hiccup, he realised that the young man was shifting his position. The Viking slowly went from sitting to standing, somehow bracing himself against the wind even though the Night Fury he perched on the back of was going north of sixty miles an hour - not top speed, but still enough that standing up was a feat in itself. With a cheery wave, Hiccup threw himself off the front of his dragon companion.

_What._

Tony was shocked into stopping dead in the air. It took a second for him to regain his bearings and dive after the Viking, who clearly had either a death wish or a strange love of crazy trust exercises. He searched for Hiccup, who would surely be quite a way below him by now, limbs flailing as he went into free-fall.

Or, he would be right in front of him, perfectly fine with his crazy wing-like pieces of leather, which he had attached to his clothes. Had they been there before? Tony looked up at Toothless, who shrugged, expression screaming "what can you do?"

Curse those crazy Vikings and their crazy inventions.

* * *

><p>After a few more, quite frankly dangerous, tricks, Viking, dragon and Avenger made their way back to the tower, and the two humans entered the lab. Tony was glad to see Bruce already there, working on a screen that he couldn't see, on account of Bruce hunching over it so much.<p>

"Hey Bruce," Tony greeted as he walked past, hand up in a lazy wave. Bruce grunted in response, peering at the results on the screen. Tony needed to get another nickname for the man - green rage monster just wasn't cutting it for casual use.

"What's he doing?" Hiccup asked. He understood the sacred rule, not to interrupt someone when they were science-ing. Yes, he was definitely the best Viking. Ever. Tony was proud.

"Other than checking results, I'm not sure. Brucey's a physicist, and I'm an engineer, so we're not into the same kind of stuff, really. What do _you _do?" (Brucey... good casual name, but not a _proper _nickname. And he didn't have one for Hiccup either, come to think of it.)

"Uh... just general inventing. Anything that helps out around the village, really. Or to help dragons, or stuff for Toothless."

"Like the tailfin?" Tony prompted.

"Oh, yeah," Hiccup agreed. "stuff like that. And the leg... my sword."

"Sword?" Tony echoed. Hiccup nodded, producing a small hilt from his trouser... pocket? Tony wasn't sure. It looked more like a lightsaber than anything. "The force is strong in this one." Tony joked.

Hiccup frowned at the reference. "Uh, yeah, that. Well, obviously it isn't much of a sword at the moment, but if you press this here..." Hiccup demonstrated, and a flaming blade popped out of the end. Tony flinched back from the fire, taken by surprise.

"Okay, I'll admit that's cool," Tony conceded, "but is it electronic?"

"No." Hiccup retracted the blade and turned the sword around. "It can do this, though." He released some gas from the other end, igniting it with a spark.

"Wow..." Tony snatched the sword, shaking it as he gave it a once-over. "How does it work?"

"Blade covered in Monstrous Nightmare saliva, other end releases Zippleback gas from these canisters. Press... that... and it creates a spark."

Tony nodded as Hiccup pointed to the relevant parts. Using dragons to create - rather imaginative - weapons. Hiccup was resourceful, certainly - the kind of person who'd be able to invent their way out of a kidnapping?

"Well, not _invent _my way out, but Alvin's made sure I was on the receiving end of a good kidnap - perhaps more than my fair share of times. And I guess the time I met my mother for the first time counts, too..."

Had he said that last bit out loud? Damn.

"Well, time for me to show you some of my stuff." Tony said, putting the kidnapping talk to an abrupt end. Hiccup nodded, glad for the change in topic, and followed Tony over to his main workbench.

"You've seen the suit already," Tony said, pulling up the designs on the screen. Hiccup nodded appreciatively, pouring over the details. "and JARVIS, of course." What to show the Viking? "I'll show you the holographic screens," he decided, "since you can't really do anything in here unless you understand them."

Tony pulled up a screen, displaying a basic suit design. He tapped a quick command into the keyboard in front of him, silently telling JARVIS to start a scan of Hiccup, and began his explanation of - to him - basic technology.

* * *

><p>As Tony and Hiccup left the table, having wolfed down their food so they could get onto other - obviously <em>much <em>more important (never let it be said that sarcasm is the lowest form of wit; Astrid survived off it, living with who she did) - tasks. Astrid herself was eating at a slightly less rushed pace, having nothing much to do with the rest of her day. She was contemplating trying her hand at learning English - she wasn't as good at languages as Hiccup, and she knew it, and even her Viking stubbornness wasn't going to be able to keep her awake for the amount of time it'd take for her to learn it.

That said, she didn't really want to go back to her - Natasha's - room, either. Not that it wasn't nice - the beds were _heavenly, _and, since Thor had slept in one, literally fit for gods - but it wasn't very fun. It was spacious, more so than her room in Berk, but it wasn't enough for herself, Natasha and Stormfly to comfortably spend an entire day cooped up in. Maybe she'd go out and catch up with Hiccup, after all - he and Tony had said something about flying, after all.

_"What're you doing today?" _Natasha asked, and that settled it.

"Nothing much. What do _you _usually do?"

The SHIELD agent paused for a moment. _"Well, I'm usually working on the helicarrier, but since we're all living in the tower for a while, I figured I could help rebuild it."_

Astrid nodded thoughtfully - it sounded like a good idea, and not that different from some of the tasks that she usually did in the village. "Well, I can help with that. What are we doing?"

Natasha smiled - a very warm smile, for someone who spent all their time schooling their expression into one of indifference - and picked up her bowl. _"Well, I'm finished. Ready to go clear up rubble for the next few hours?"_

Astrid picked up her own bowl, standing and following Natasha over to the sink - a glorified water bowl, really - to wash her crockery. "It'll be fun - I'm working with a friend."

The statement took Natasha by surprise, but she quickly recovered.

"So, where to?"

* * *

><p>The top floors were the ones which hadn't been cleared. Natasha had started working from the bottom in the hopes of moving upwards, simply collecting up the pieces of rubble which couldn't be of any use and tossing them out of the window. There was no risk of hitting anyone outside - none of those who had evacuated had returned yet, and if they had, and they got hit, it was their own stupid fault for walking around in what SHIELD had classified as a danger zone.<p>

She doubted that people _would _be just milling around on the streets below, though; they were still littered with Chitauri corpses. Removing those was the first part of SHIELD's job, then rebuilding the damaged buildings.

"Make sure to check things first," Natasha advised, turning from the wreckage to look at her new friend, "and only throw away pieces of the building. Tony said that we had to keep the other stuff so that he can try and fix it."

Astrid nodded - she was smart, with a temperament that matched Natasha's own, which easily made her the best of the tower's new inhabitants - and immediately set to work. Natasha followed, starting with some of the larger chunks of wall.

_"Did you used to live on the... helicarrier?" _Astrid asked, not looking up from the piece of dusty metal that she was appraising.

"When not on a mission, yes. Sometimes." Natasha confirmed. Honestly, she lived wherever SHIELD deemed fit - they had several bases in other countries, never mind America - and wherever was convenient for her mission. Since the Tesseract was stolen, that place had become the helicarrier. Now, it seemed that she would be taking up permanent residence in Stark - A, at the moment - tower. What would that mean for her missions?

Astrid nodded in understanding, tossing the metal out of the window and picking up two more bits of material. _"Will we have to go on missions, too?"_

Natasha nearly scoffed, told her that there was no _way _that they'd be able to just start missions, without any training, that she would need years of practice to get to the point when she would become anything more than a burden. She stopped herself, remembering that the person she was talking to was a _Viking, _someone who lived for combat, who lived with and trained dragons like it was normal. They were clearly assets - Fury hadn't locked them up, so he trusted them - so maybe they _would _be sent out, if the rest of the Avengers ever co-operated on a mission again.

_"I don't know." _she responded eventually. Better to give the truth and not confirm anything that would turn out false.

Astrid hummed, placing the two broken pieces of tech in the pile behind her. She opened her mouth again - more questions than Tony Stark, this one had - but was interrupted by the door slamming open.

"Hey," Clint greeted, "what you doin'?"

Natasha rolled her eyes at the greeting, standing up and letting the bits of building fall off her clothes before she stepped over to talk to him properly. "Sorting through the rubble, you?"

_"Well, _I'm _here to ask you on a - ow!" _Natasha blinked, surprised by the sudden presence of a dragon - the blue one was Astrid's, right? - behind Snotlout. (She'd forgotten that it was even in the room, not that she'd admit that.) It had grabbed him up into its mouth, and was shaking him.

_"Did you have to bring _Snotlout?" Astrid complained, glaring at Clint. The archer shrugged, smirking up at the struggling Viking.

"I don't know..." Natasha said, faking thoughtfulness. "He could be could comedy relief."

Snotlout made a noise of protest at that, which ultimately failed and turned into another cry of pain as the dragon - Storm-something. Stormbug? - dropped him, leaving him in an unceremonious heap on the floor.

"I could learn to enjoy that." Natasha commented, and the dragon swelled with pride.

_"Tell your dragon to stop biting me!" _Snotlout snapped, shaking his fist up in said dragon's direction.

_"Stormfly, don't bite Snotlout," _Astrid reprimanded - _Stormfly, that _was her name. Natasha made a note to commit that to memory.

_"_Thank you! _Finally, you -"_

_"pick him up with your talons instead." _Astrid finished, grinning wickedly at Snotlout. The Viking didn't even have time to voice his protest before Stormfly grabbed him up, flying over to the broken window and flying out of it. _"Now, drop him!"_

Natasha grinned too as she heard Snotlout's scream, picking her way through the chunks of wall to peer out of the window. Sure enough, Snotlout was flailing wildly as he fell uncontrollably. It was enough to make her laugh.

Stormfly herself was still standing by the window, watching the boy fall with as much amusement as Natasha was showing. At Astrid's cry of _"Stormfly, fetch!", _the dragon jumped out and dived down to catch him just before he splatted on the pavement.

Snotlout was scowling as he was dropped - quite roughly - back into the room. _"That's not fair - Hookfang wasn't with me." _he protested.

Clint grinned, having remained silent throughout his new friend's mistreatment save for a few very loud laughs, and gave his astute opinion on the matter: "We'll just get them back, way better."

"Is that a challenge?" Natasha asked, eyes sparkling with mischievous intent.

Clint grinned. "Maybe. You'll see." He and Snotlout left the room, and Natasha turned to Astrid.

"We've got to make the first move... Okay, here's what we're gonna do."

* * *

><p><strong>About the superpowers suggestion: I've had one positive and one negative vote. I can't think what powers would be fitting of any of the Vikings, and it doesn't really work with the plot I've been imagining for this. Unless a lot of people really want it, I don't think it's going to happen - at least not in this fic. Sorry!<br>I hadn't thought of having the Avengers go to Berk, though - I might just do that!**


	4. My Name is Legolas, I'm a Princess

**A/n: this was a bit of an experimental chapter, in terms of POV. There are a lot of changes in perspective, partly because the plot demands it, and partly because I want to see how well I handle different characters. It was certainly harder to write, but it's up to you guys to tell me if anyone is OOC, and possibly how to improve on that.**

* * *

><p>Astrid wasn't sure what collecting all the paper from the paper-spewing machine was supposed to do, but she imagined that this prank was more one for Clint than it was for Snotlout. Every piece had a pre-drawn image of a man on it, someone who Astrid didn't recognise. He had long hair, and a quite interesting expression.<p>

"What are we doing with all of these?" she asked, taking another sheet before it fell to the floor.

_"We're going to stick them up all over their room. It's an inside joke - more for Clint."_

Astrid nodded - she _knew _it wasn't for Snotlout - and collected the last of the paper. "Let's go, then."

Natasha turned the paper-spewing machine off and led the way, careful not to let any of the pictures fall out of her arms. They didn't encounter the other two on their way up, and they only had to ask JARVIS whether they were in their room or not before they entered. With a quick request to the AI to keep a look out, they set to work.

Twenty minutes later, they finished. 'Legolas' - Astrid had learnt the name while putting an image of his head on the inside of the toilet seat - was officially _everywhere _in Clint and Snotlout's room. Any pictures of faces now bore Legolas's marvellous image, and there were some hidden in the most obscure of place that Astrid was sure that the two would be discovering them for weeks.

"Let's leave them to discover this." Astrid said, popping her head around the door to check the coast was clear.

_"We'll probably be able to hear their reactions," _Natasha grinned, _"and see them too, thanks to all these security cameras."_

* * *

><p>As it turned out, Astrid and Natasha weren't the only ones who'd decided to get a head start on the pranking. The two arrived back at their room to find it, for some, inexplicable reason, covered in post-it notes.<p>

"Still not better than our prank." Natasha muttered as she slammed the door, sending a few of the brightly coloured squares of paper spiralling slowly to the ground.

_"Yeah," _Astrid agreed, walking over to the bed and shaking the duvet out, sending a waterfall of various luminous sticky notes tumbling to the floor. _"it's pretty in-your-face, a tad obvious. Really lacks the finesse that ours has."_

The winner of the first round was officially decided when a dulled voice sounded from down the corridor: "Who the _hell _put Legolas's face in my _alarm clock?"_

Ah, yes. That one had taken quite a while to manage.

Totally worth it.

* * *

><p>Hiccup looked down at the tower designs. He was helping to develop them, now that he'd worked out how to operate the holographic screens - it would've taken much less long if Hiccup hadn't demanded to know exactly how it worked, but at least he was more knowledgeable on technology because of it.<p>

There were many other inventions scattered across the lab, all in various stages of completion, that robotic arms were working on. Apparently, all that was needed was a specific plan, and the machines would create what you wanted. It was no wonder that Tony could work on so many things in so little time: the actual creation was what usually took Hiccup longest, since he had to make everything by hand.

Tony had even started a new project since Hiccup had arrived, but the inventor was refusing to tell Hiccup what it was. He'd even gone so far as to create a barrier between them while they worked, saying that Hiccup wasn't allowed to know what it was until it was finished.

_"Finished!" _Tony shouted from the other side of the room, emerging from behind the screen with a victorious grin.

_"Already?" _Hiccup asked. The billionaire must be amazing at working with the screens, if he was able to finish in such a short time. Hiccup himself was still designing the floor plan - Tony had insisted that, since Hiccup knew the other Vikings better than him, Hiccup be the one to design the Vikings' living space. Despite Tony's assurance that he could take up as much space as he wanted, Hiccup had opted to stick to only one floor for all of them. That way, he could keep the troublemakers - aka, Snotlout and the twins - close, but give them all separate rooms so that they didn't get in each other's way.

_"Well, I already had a few blueprints for what I wanted to make. It was more a remodelling than anything." _Tony admitted, coming over to Hiccup to inspect his work. _"You know, you can have more than one floor."_

_"I know, but that doesn't mean that giving the twins their own floor is a good idea." _Hiccup reasoned. _"You'd spend more time fixing it than they would living in it."_

Tony shrugged. _"Okay then. You nearly done?"_

Hiccup nodded. _"I haven't really had to change much. None of us know enough about all these new things to have preferences, so I just went with the basics..." _Well, he'd noted that everything was to be fireproof, and added a few bits and pieces for the dragons, but besides that, his room was the only one that wasn't a copy of the default room plan.

_"Cool," _Tony swiped the screen away, sending the information over to where it was needed. _"I'll get onto that once the outside walls are back in place."_

_"How's that going?" _Hiccup knew that there were a few dragons on the job, being led by Toothless as they slotted the new glass panels into place. Apparently, Tony had already taken the suit out and fixed all the supports, which left only a few parts to be put in - work which Hiccup trusted the dragons to complete with ease.

_"Err..." _Tony swiped another screen into existence, bringing up a view of the tower's exterior. _"Pretty well. They'll be done in a few minutes." _Indeed, there were only a few panels left.

_"Did you see what happened earlier?" _Hiccup asked. At Tony's headshake, he continued: _"Astrid was clearing rubble from one of the lower floors, and Stormfly went over to say hello. Next thing I saw was Snotlout being thrown out of the window!"_

Tony laughed, eyes wide. _"Did he... was he okay?"_

_"Oh, yeah," _Hiccup assured flippantly, _"he called for Hookfang - who ignored him as usual - then Stormfly dived after him."_

Tony shook his head, slowly calming down. _"Well, good thing he got caught. Don't want anyone to die falling off Avengers Tower."_

_"Avengers Tower..." _Hiccup repeated.

_"Yeah! That's who's living here, right? So there's no point in calling it Stark Tower anymore. Plus, this way I don't have to replace all those other letters."_

* * *

><p>Fishlegs frowned as the table slowly emptied. Hiccup and Tony had left almost as quickly as they'd arrived, chatting excitedly about inventing and flying. He could've gone with them, he supposed, but he wouldn't have been able to do much - Meatlug really couldn't keep up with Toothless, and he wasn't all that interested in inventing, anyway. Learning about the inventions, sure, but creating them had always been Hiccup's thing.<p>

Astrid and Natasha had been next, leaving with smiles and plans to go and help around the tower. Clint and Snotlout followed soon after, snickering and leaving in, suspiciously, the same direction as the women had left. Honestly, Fishlegs wanted no part in whatever they were trying to start.

Following the twins was a no-go too, simply because they were the twins.

That left Eret and Steve - if he didn't want to spend the day alone - who had stayed behind and didn't seem to have any particular plans.

_"So, you're Vikings?" _Steve said. It was a pathetic attempt at conversation and the man seemed to know it; he cringed slightly as he spoke.

"Yeah," Fishlegs confirmed, "from Berk. Quite a bit different to New York."

_"I can sympathise," _Steve said, sounding almost regretful, _"I was born in the early twentieth century - technically, I'm over ninety years old."_

Fishlegs gaped at the man sat across the table. That was obscenely old, and he looked no older than the adults of Berk - certainly nothing like the elders; Gothi was all wrinkly, nothing like Steve. "So how come you look so..."

_"Young?" _Steve guessed. He laughed dryly. _"I was frozen in ice for about seventy years. Does wonders for the complexion."_

Well, that explained why he could understand the Vikings' predicament. And Tony's nickname - Capsicle, icicle: it made sense. "So, did it change a lot in that time?"

_"I almost didn't recognise it. I don't really understand all this new technology, either."_

"We could work it out together!" Fishlegs suggested.

"How did this place change so much in that time, though?" Eret asked, frowning. "Hiccup said that Berk's been pretty much the same for hundreds of years. Yeah, the dragon pens and fire-prevention is new, but the buildings and equipment are the same as ever."

_"After the discovery of electricity, things started progressing pretty quickly." _Steve explained. _"Even since I got here, there's been constant changes and improvements in technology. It seems there's a new phone model out every week!"_

The joke was lost on the Vikings, who had no idea what phones were. While Cap felt sorry for them - he really did know how they felt, and it wasn't a good feeling - he couldn't help but find it a bit funny. Finally, _he _was the one in the know!

_"Come on," _he said, pushing his stool back and making his way over to the door. _"I'll show you what's been invented in the last thousand years."_

* * *

><p>It wasn't until a few days later that Astrid and Natasha exacted their revenge. That was so that the opposing side would calm down, luring them into a false sense of security. It was also the last day that everyone was going to be living in the shared rooms, as the Avengers' floors were nearing completion - it wasn't surprising that it'd happened so fast, with Tony and Hiccup putting so much effort into it. The two disappeared into the lab after breakfast each morning, resurfacing for the occasional meal or if the coffee machine in the lab stopped working.<p>

That little fact was pivotal to the plan. What they were about to do would undoubtedly make the room unliveable, and neither Astrid nor Natasha were willing to run the risk of the two men having to move into _their _room while theirs was unavailable.

Natasha had spent those few days schooling Astrid on the intricacies of twenty-first century pranking. The first thing she'd been taught about were balloons, which were what they were using today. Well, balloons with a twist.

That twist being water.

Since Snotlout and Clint had taken it upon themselves to fill their room with post-it notes, Astrid and Natasha had decided to fill _their _room with water balloons. It was brilliant, and simple.

And Natasha had managed to acquire over a hundred balloons. They'd been filling them for the past hour now, with some help from Ruffnut (she had stumbled across the balloon stash and refused to leave until Natasha demonstrated them. It hadn't taken long to convince her to join the team).

"Ready?" Astrid checked. Ruffnut nodded. Natasha nodded.

"Clint and Snotlout are currently three floors up, watching television." JARVIS informed them, and they set off.

* * *

><p>After carefully setting the balloons and closing the door firmly behind them, Natasha pulled out another balloon.<p>

_"What's that for?" _Astrid asked, frowning at the new balloon. It was a different colour to all the others, which had been black (that way, it would be less obvious that the balloons contained water, and it was more likely that they would be popped). It was a lovely shade of pink. Natasha winked at her as she blew it up, quickly tying a knot in the end - she was an expert at that now (she hadn't been bad before, but it was hard not to become an expert at something after spending an hour doing pretty much only that) - and pulling out a sharpie.

"It's a message." she explained, drawing a winkey face on the front. "It's only fair that they get a warning, right?"

Astrid grinned, helping secure the balloon to the door.

_"Now what?" _Ruffnut, helpful but entirely impatient, asked.

"Now, we wait."

* * *

><p>Clint chuckled as he stepped away from the first cup. He and Snotlout had decided on their next prank several days ago, and had cleverly waited until the last day the floor was going to be used to carry it out - they didn't want to incur Tony's wrath for ruining it, and this way they wouldn't have to deal with the after-effects themselves.<p>

One down, hundreds to go.

_"This is gonna take _ages," Snotlout complained from his place down the hall. They'd decided to start from either end and work towards the middle, where there was a convenient escape route provided by the ventilation system.

_"What's gonna take ages?"_

Clint startled at the voice, nearly dropping his next cup.

_"Oh, hey Tuff." _Snotlout said casually, letting Clint relax. _God, thought he was Astrid... "We're just putting these cups of water on the floor."_

_"...Why?"_

"This whole corridor is gonna be full of 'em!" Clint explained. "When Astrid and Natasha walk in, they won't be able to get to their room without getting water all over the place."

Tuffnut grinned. _"Awesome."_

_"Hey, where's Ruffnut?" _Snotlout had a point - the lanky male was usually running around with his female twin, causing havoc. _Perfect pranksters..._

_"I dunno. With Astrid?" _Tuffnut scratched his head.

With Astrid? Well, a little sibling rivalry wouldn't go amiss in the prank war. "Hey, why don't you join our team?" Clint suggested. "I bet Ruffnut's with the girls."

Tuffnut nodded, and walked over to Snotlout. The two Vikings started chattering away while they moved the cups into position. _And I'd better start doing it too... _Clint realised, taking another of the plastic cups and setting it down next to the other two.

"Hey, JARVIS, are you sure the girls aren't gonna find us?" Clint checked, looking up to the ceiling questioningly.

"Natasha and Astrid are currently otherwise engaged, three floors above you." If Clint didn't know that the AI was just a computer program, so he couldn't feel emotions - no matter how much Tony insisted otherwise, Clint highly doubted him - he would've thought that JARVIS sounded... amused.

"Do you know how long they'll take?" he asked.

"Long enough for you to place all the cups." Again, JARIVS's computerised tone carried hints of laughter.

That wasn't really a unit of time, but Clint estimated that the task would take around half an hour, now that Tuffnut was helping.

* * *

><p>"Damn you, Natasha." Clint grumbled. He and Snotlout had snuck off after placing the last of the cups - Tuffnut had escaped too, but he'd gone off to find Ruffnut - and were prepared to go back to their room to wait out the girls' anger over their prank. He hadn't expected to return to a balloon in front of his door - he <em>knew <em>it was Natasha's doing, if not simply because it was clearly part of a prank, then because of the winkey face drawn on it.

Though, he had to admit, it _was _a lovely shade of pink.

"And you too, JARVIS!" he shouted to the air - Snotlout was probably pretty confused right now, but Clint didn't really care; he'd been tricked! "I thought I could trust you!"

"I helped each team out equally, sir." JARVIS said, in that stupid, mocking, English accented voice.

Clint scowled - totally not a pout - and took the balloon off the door, with perhaps a little more force than was strictly necessary.

_"What's going on?" _Snotlout - poor, innocent, slightly stupid Snotlout - asked.

"We've been pranked." Clint explained shortly, reaching out to the handle and pulling the door ever so slightly.

He cringed. Nothing had happened - yet. He opened the door a crack, putting his face right up to it to see what was inside.

_Oh shit._

"Water balloons."

_"What does that mean?"_

"All of our stuff is going to get very, very wet if I open this door..."

_"Oh." _Snotlout didn't seem that upset. _"Why are you looking at me like that? Berk is an island, pretty much everything gets wet at some point."_

Cursing the Viking's luck - Snotlout might not mind soaked possessions, but Clint did - Clint swung the door back - _j__ust like ripping off a plaster... - _and was immediately faced with a mass of black balloons, all rushing forwards and landing around him. They splashed on the floor, sending water all over the place. Clint didn't bother to duck away, he just stood there with a reigned expression, even as one exploded upon contact with his head.

For all his talk of not being bothered, Snotlout had yelped - he had a very high-pitched yelp, actually - and jumped out of the way. It did nothing to save him from the rush of water, but it _was _pretty funny.

The girls had got them good. But they'd got the girls even better.

* * *

><p>"Okay, so maybe they won this time." Natasha admitted. Simply opening the door to the corridor had knocked over quite a few of the cups, so the floor was already soaked. "Any idea how we're going to get past this?"<p>

Of course, the cups were positioned just close enough that, for all their agility, neither of them would be able to get past without knocking one over. Unless they wanted to spend the next few hours moving cups, they had to think of something.

Astrid frowned, looking at the cups thoughtfully. _"What if we..."_ she said slowly, then stopped abruptly. Natasha looked at her expectantly, waiting for her to continue.

She hadn't predicted Astrid opening her mouth and making a strange call, much like the ones Hiccup used when he was chatting with his dragon. _So, she speaks Dragonese too._

Sure enough, Stormfly appeared not long later, flying low down the corridor. Astrid made more of the strange sounds, and then jumped on the dragon's back. _"She'll get us to our room." _Astrid explained. _"The corridor might get wet, but we won't."_

In that case, perhaps Clint and Snotlout's prank hadn't been that successful, after all.

* * *

><p>"Hey, Bruce, little help?"<p>

Bruce looked over to Tony, and had to stifle a laugh. Somehow, he'd managed to get himself trapped under a massive hug from one of the dragons - Meatlug, he assumed, being as her rider had described her as a hugger. "I'll be right over, just wait a minute." He put down the alarm clock - quite why so much detail had to go into these new rooms, he wasn't sure - and walked over to the dragon.

Helping out was easier said than done, since Meatlug was one of the heavier dragons. There was no way that Bruce would be able to get her to budge - not without 'Hullking out' - he didn't really like Tony's phrase for it, but it stuck.

"Nope, she's there to stay..." Bruce said.

"Ah. Hiccup!"

"Yes?" Hiccup popped his head around the door, holding a tin of paint - most of the contents of which currently resided in his hair.

"Get this guy off me!"

Hiccup proceeded to make a strange, guttural sound that neither Tony nor Bruce understood. Meatlug grumbled in protest, but Hiccup made a sterner demand, and the dragon lazily flapped her wings and lifted off Tony.

"Ah, I can _breathe _again!" Tony exclaimed, stretching out and enjoying his newfound freedom.

"That's a bit dramatic," Bruce laughed, "you were only trapped for a minute."

"A minute that felt like an _hour!" _Tony responded, pressing a hand against his head and pretending to swoon. "It was _terrible!"_

Hiccup shook his head. "What were you even doing?"

"Putting in those little baskets. You know, the stuff you find in hotels!" Hiccup frowned at Tony's words, and Bruce got the impression that Hiccup _didn't _know. He probably didn't even know what a hotel was. "No? Huh. Well anyway, what were _you _doing - why are you covered in paint?"

"I was decorating my room!"

"Decorating _and _inventing? We should start a company! Science Bros: Home Decorators!"

Bruce laughed at the mental image. "You already _have _a company." he reminded the billionaire. "And what's with the science bros?"

"I didn't tell you?" Bruce nearly stated laughing again at Tony's utterly confused expression. "Oh, yeah, I didn't. It's totally our team name!"

Bruce rolled his eyes. "Why do we need team names?"

"If anything JARVIS has told me about what the others are getting up to is true, we're gonna be pulled into a prank war at some point." It was Hiccup who replied. "At the moment its girls versus boys, but Eret, Fishlegs and Steve aren't playing yet."

"Well, they need team names too, then!" Tony grinned. "Team Scary and Team Stupid, how about that?"

"Good way to get yourself killed," Hiccup said, "but good team names? Not so much."

Tony's head hung exaggeratedly, and he snapped his fingers while swinging them across his chest. "Well, snap. And I thought they were gonna love them!"

Natasha would love that name when hell froze over, in Bruce's - quite correct - opinion.

"Anyway," Bruce said pointedly, hoping to change the topic before it ended in Tony getting thrown out of a window, "have you nearly finished painting?"

"Oh, yeah." Hiccup said, glancing towards the door. "You wanna see?"

"Yeah!" And Bruce had succeeded; Tony was now distracted by the prospect of seeing Hiccup's art. "What are we waiting for? Let's go!"

* * *

><p>"Whoa..."<p>

Tony was thoroughly impressed. When Hiccup had said that he was decorating his room, Tony had envisioned a few painted walls, maybe a bit of wallpaper, or a pattern. What he hadn't expected was a painting - a proper, work of art painting - that took up the whole room. Well, all of the walls available; one of the walls was made entirely of glass panels, so it wouldn't be a good idea to paint on it.

It was a sky, with clouds left out in white on an otherwise blue background. On the back wall, just above the bed, Hiccup had painted Toothless. It was a sketchy drawing, no smooth lines but still well drawn, with the Night Fury curving into a dive. Hiccup was sat on his back, wearing his full flight suit.

"It's cool and all," Tony said dismissively, "but where's _me?"_

Hiccup had predicted that response. "You're there." he said, pointing to a speck of red and gold in the distance.

"So far ahead of you that you can barely see me? Yeah, sounds like me!" Tony grinned - _tak__e that, Hiccup, I'm making it a draw!_

* * *

><p>"Hey, JARVIS?"<p>

"Yes, Astrid?" the AI responded. Astrid still thought it strange - slightly creepy, actually - that there was, for lack of a better explanation, a man in the ceiling that knew pretty much everything, but she was getting used to it, she thought.

"You're the one that controls the translators, right?"

Beside her, Natasha grinned. _"That's great!" _she said, rubbing her hands together. _"They'll never know what hit them!"_

"That is correct." JARVIS confirmed evenly. Even if he was a computer program, which was apparently something which didn't really have independent thought, Astrid was pretty sure that he too understood what Astrid was hinting at. And he approved.

"So, could you... alter the translations?"

Natasha's grin was positively devilish now.

"What do you want it translated as?"

* * *

><p>Clint and Snotlout were sat in one of the spare rooms - their own was still soaked, and they weren't too keen on the idea of sitting in a damp room - trying to plan out a new prank.<p>

_"We could do something with food,"_ Clint suggested, _"like, I don't know... ketchup-filled doughnuts?"_

"That sounds great!" Snotlout agreed, though he actually had no idea what ketchup was, and he wasn't entirely sure about the doughnuts, either. (A nut made out of dough? Didn't sound all too appetising, really.)

Clint looked at him strangely. _"Natasha is the best; I love her."_

What was he on about? "Totally knew it!" he grinned, "What's that got to do with the prank?"

Again, Clint was looking at him with an odd expression. It contained confusion, mostly, and perhaps a touch of concern. _What's he concerned about? I'm the great Snotlout - nothing wrong with me!_

_"You've been pranked, boys."_

Well, that explained that. The girls had done something to JARVIS! Or perhaps the traitor really _had _defected over to the other team... Snotlout was going to have to find the man hidden in the ceiling - he knew that he was there somewhere, even if the poor guy himself didn't realise it - and beat some sense into him, just in case.

_"My name is Legolas. I'm a princess."_

Not a very astute observation, but Clint's expression showed what he was really - probably - trying to say.

_For Thor's sake._

* * *

><p>It was one of those rare occasions where everyone actually turned up to eat together. While it wasn't uncommon for a few people - mainly Astrid and Natasha - to come and join the communal meal times, it was a rarity to see Tony, Bruce or Hiccup emerge from the lab. Even though they'd finished decorating the individual floors, and everyone had moved in, they were still finding new things to work on.<p>

Eret didn't mind, exactly, that there were often only a few people present to appreciate the cooking - a task that fell to him, Fishlegs and Steve on most days - but he preferred the days when everyone was present.

Today was an exceptionally rare occasion; someone had volunteered to help out with the cooking. Clint came down just as they were starting their task, and immediately got roped in. He didn't seem too begrudging of it though. Eret couldn't tell if he was just bored, or he'd actually wanted to be there.

The dish of the day was an ever-so-healthy pizza. Or several pizzas, since there were so many people eating. And, sure, the preparation of the meal had involved calling up the nearest place that did deliveries, but that still counted as cooking, in Eret's opinion. And they'd made a dessert, anyway, so they _had _cooked, thank you very much.

Speaking of which, Clint was bringing the dessert out now. Not so much a dessert as a collection of random sweet treats, but it was the best way to sample a lot of the food from this universe in a short time. Today was doughnuts and oreos, an idea courtesy of Clint.

_"Here ya go."_ Clint slid the tray onto the table, revealing the sugary foods. Tony clapped his approval.

"I'm not eating anything that _you _served up." Astrid said, eyes narrowed and arms folded. Her suspicion was clearly a product of the 'prank war' that had been waging for the past week.

Oh well, more for those who weren't caught up in their suspicions.

Eret took one of the doughnuts first, and _oh Thor what _is _this it tastes terrible! _He spat it straight back out, and - was Clint _laughing? _Well, point to Astrid for correctly identifying the threat. "What did you _do _to it?"

_"Just added a bit of ketchup instead of jam. Bet it tastes great, doesn't it?"_

That was it, Eret decided as Clint and Snotlout exchanged high-fives. He was going to start his own team - Fishlegs and Steve wouldn't protest too greatly at the chance to get them back for ruining the food - and prank them so hard they wouldn't know what hit them.

Just as soon as he'd got the taste of this... ketchup... out of his mouth.

* * *

><p><em>"Hey, Hiccup, how'd you like a trip to Malibu?"<em>

_"What?" _Hiccup looked up from his latest project - okay, so it was less of a project and more JARVIS telling him what would and wouldn't kill him as he added random chemicals to the beakers he'd been given, but he was writing the results down, and that (Tony assured him) made it science.

_"Malibu. You know, the place where my second house is?"_

_"You have a second house?"_ Hiccup gawped at the billionaire in disbelief; no one on Berk had ever had two homes (though it could be argued that the forge was a second home to Gobber and Hiccup).

_"I have a second everything." _Tony countered. _"Actually," _he continued, after a beat of silence, _"perhaps not a second _everything..."

_"What were you saying about a trip to Malibu?" _Hiccup tried to get the conversation back on track, not at all looking forwards to finding out which direction Tony's speech was about to derail in.

_"Oh, yeah!" _Thank the gods, Tony took the bait. _"I have a few projects and stuff back there that I want to move to the tower. Do you want to help?"_

Get to explore more of the universe and see more crazy experiments? _"Sounds great. When do we leave?"_

* * *

><p><strong>That marks the end of the 'getting to know you' bit of the plot. Well, the end of it being the main plotline. The prank war is going to be a continuous thing, I think.<br>And, about the superpowers: yeah, they're not going to be in this fic. Sorry. I might write another where it does happen, but it's better without it here.  
><strong>**So, thoughts on the characterisation? And, possibly, what you think is going to happen next?**


	5. A Little Movie Called the Party's Over

**A/n: here's the kinda-midweek update! This one has a lot less POV changes in. It's also longer than I realised: like, 6000 words!**

* * *

><p>As eager as Tony had been to show Hiccup the amazing 'airport' of New York, he eventually decided that it perhaps wasn't his <em>best <em>idea - though it was by no means his worst - since they probably wouldn't allow dragons onto planes.

So instead, Tony took his suit - most of his things were at Malibu anyway, so luggage wasn't a problem - and Hiccup rode on Toothless.

_"Why do you have two homes?" _Hiccup asked, half an hour into the journey and just starting to become aware of the awkward silence settling between them - it wasn't _his _fault he'd been too caught up in doing small tricks to notice.

_"Because I'm rich?" _Tony said. It sounded more like a question to Hiccup - _does he really not know why he did it? _"I wanted a place in New York, and hey, why not go all out and make it a tower, if you're gonna do it you gotta do it big right? It's a pretty crowded city anyway, not much room for a proper mansion like Malibu, so building up was really the only option..."

By this point, Hiccup gave up listening to Tony's rambling and decided to let him finish rattling off his house-building logic on his own.

_"How long is it supposed to take?" _Hiccup asked, interrupting Tony in the middle of a heated debate he was now having with himself, the topic of which being the pros and cons of sheep ownership. Hiccup didn't know how the man got to that from building towers, and, quite frankly, he didn't _want _to know.

Tony startled out of his reverie. _"I don't know... a few hours? I've never flown over in the suit..."_

Ah, great. _Well, _Hiccup thought, relaxing back against Toothless and stroking him lazily, _this should be interesting._

* * *

><p>"There it is, just up ahead!" Tony called out, turning to look for Hiccup. He was mildly surprised when he didn't see the Viking, but significantly less so than he had been the first five times. "What is it this time?" he asked jokingly, "Did you 'fall' and start using the wings? Are you clinging on to Toothless's belly?"<p>

"Nope!" Hiccup's voice rang out, cheeky as it had been since he'd started his game and closer than Tony had been expecting. _Oh, tell me he didn't._

"JARVIS, is there someone hanging onto the suit?"

"Yes, sir." Tony could've kicked the AI, if only he wasn't an AI, for his amused - _amused! _At_ him! - _tone. He could almost see the smirk on the imaginary British butler's face. Why had he programmed him with so much sass?

"I'm taking that sass out when we get to Malibu." Tony warned.

"Of course, sir." the AI responded, knowing full well that Tony had no real intention of doing so. Just because it was true, didn't mean that he could be so annoying about it.

"Why didn't you tell me?" he asked, noticing the weight now that it was gone and Hiccup had dropped back onto his dragon's back.

"Mister Haddock asked me not to." JARVIS replied. Tony sent a glare back to the Viking that he was sure wouldn't be seen - it didn't matter; it made him feel better, anyway. And how exactly had Hiccup managed to ask JARVIS. He didn't have anything to communicate with him with. Did he? Unless he was still wearing that translator - it looked like he was, as revealed by a quick look backwards.

"What's just up ahead, anyway?" Hiccup asked, pulling Tony out of his chat with the AI.

"Malibu." Tony explained. "And as punishment for your little stunt there, I'm not giving you your surprise until you've met Pepper."

"Surprise?" Hiccup asked hopefully. Tony laughed; this was the first time he'd mentioned it, actually. Quite good, knowing his penchant for revealing secrets on a whim - _I am Iron Man, _anyone_?_

"Yeah, a surprise you won't be getting until you meet Pepper." Tony repeated. Hiccup pouted, and the genius smirked. "That's what you get for pulling stunts like that." he explained happily.

Hiccup grumbled for a bit, but he soon stopped - probably realising how much of a child he was being, if Tony had to guess, or perhaps his dragon let him know on his behalf (he'd seen them talking in Dragonese - which he still had to learn, come to think of it) - and spent the remaining duration of the flight in silence.

"Who _is _Pepper?" Hiccup asked once they landed, patting Toothless while Tony took the suit off.

Tony smirked, seeing Pepper herself walking up to greet them behind Hiccup's back as the suit panels retracted into the briefcase formation. He motioned to her.

"I'm Pepper." she said, startling Hiccup. "And you are?"

Oh, dang. Tony _knew _he'd forgotten to mention something when he was telling Pepper that he was coming back to Malibu. How he managed to not mention the Viking and dragon duo that would be accompanying him, he had _no_ idea. "This is Hiccup," Tony explained, "a Viking from another universe that followed me back through the wormhole. Oh, and his dragon, Toothless."

Toothless gave a short rumble of a greeting, and it was Pepper's turn to startle, as she noticed the dragon. She recovered quickly, though: "I'm Pepper," she introduced, "Tony's girlfriend."

Tony beamed, and Hiccup looked about to make a sarcastic remark, when Pepper continued. "Which gives me the right to do something like _this!" _As she talked, she'd approached Tony and slapped him full on the face. _What? But -_ While Tony stood, dumbstruck, Pepper glared at him. "What were you _thinking, _flying through that portal? I saw it on the news, you - I thought you _died, _Tony!"

"In my defence," Tony said evenly - because, if he was being honest, he couldn't say that he hadn't expected this to happen. "I called you as I went through. So, I was planning on _telling _you, at least."

That stole some of Pepper's thunder. "I didn't notice..." she said, looking up at him sadly.

"Uh..." Hiccup saved the day with his awkwardness - Tony was going to give the kid a prize, one even better than the surprise he had waiting for him downstairs. "I've met Pepper now, so, can I have my surprise?"

Tony grinned and slapped him on the back, causing the one-legged Viking to stumble - how weedy was he, that something like _that _almost knocked him over? "Sounds like a plan! Well, I'll leave you to your CEO-ing, Pepper," Pepper nodded, only slightly annoyed still, "and we'll go down to the lab."

"Make sure you come out of the lab in good time." Pepper warned, as she walked over to the waiting car - _did I make her late? Whoops. - _and climbed in. Happy shut the door behind her, and, with a slight wave to Tony, he slipped in on the other side and drove off.

"Who was that?" Hiccup asked as the car disappeared round the corner.

"Happy." Tony explained. "Good Viking name, eh? He's kinda a chauffer, but I think I drive him to places more than he drives me."

Hiccup continued looking over at the spot the two new - to him - people had left from for a second. He shrugged and turned to the mansion behind him. "So, the lab?"

* * *

><p>Tony's lab - as Hiccup soon discovered - was much the same as his one in the tower. It was perhaps a bit bigger, and it took up the space under the building rather than a collection of floors at the top of the tower, but the technology used inside was the same.<p>

Most of the bits of metal scattered around were easily recognisable as suit parts, all in the traditional red and gold._ "You do any other colours?"_ Hiccup asked, _"Anything less flashy than red and gold?"_

_"It's funny you should ask, actually." _Tony said, making his way further into the lab. Hiccup followed, stopping along the way to inspect the bits of armour in various stages of completion - who even needed that many of the same thing? _"As a matter of fact, I do."_

Hiccup stepped through into the next section of the lab. This part had some robots in the corner - he'd heard Tony saying something about them, and wanting to bring them up to the tower. Dummy, he recalled one of them being named - and a large circle of unused floor space. It contrasted the cluttered lab quite obviously; not even pieces of scrap metal had made it onto the area.

Tony pressed a button, and the only clear bit of floor space started to spiral outwards, folding into the rest of the floor to reveal another level, even further down, completely filled with Iron Man suits.

_"How much time do you spend on these?"_ Hiccup asked, awed at the sheer amount of them.

_"Been working on them for about... a year? Maybe more - whenever it was I officially became Iron Man."_

Hiccup nodded, edging closer to the collection of suits. _"Which is the newest?"_

_"Again, a brilliant question,"_ Tony grinned, peering down into the hole. "_and one I_ might _know the answer to. Hey, JARVIS, where's the newest suit?"_

_"JARVIS knowing doesn't count as you knowing." _Hiccup muttered. Tony just laughed.

_"Behind a sheet, sir. I believe you mentioned wanting a 'dramatic reveal'?"_

Tony nodded, walking over to the only covered thing in the lab. _"I hope this is it..."_ he said, tugging on the sheet to uncover the suit. It was smaller than the others, a sleek black one - suddenly Hiccup understood why Tony thought his questions were funny. _"Yep, here's your surprise."_

_"_My _surprise?"_ Hiccup asked, walking over to the suit. Sure enough, it looked about the same size as himself. _"__This is..."_

_"Yours, yep. Now you can fly properly!"_ Tony pressed another button, and the suit's front opened.

_"That's awesome."_ Hiccup decided, reaching out to feel the inside of the suit. _"When can I fly it?"_

* * *

><p><em>Looks like an absolute idiot, <em>Tony laughed to himself, watching as Hiccup flitted uncoordinatedly about in the sky.

"This is harder than expected!" Hiccup shouted, voice coming through the coms, as he started to drop a bit. Tony decided to give him a couple more minutes of fooling around before he stopped videoing it and went over to help. "How do you manage it?"

Toothless, who was floating beside him, growled something. Hiccup shook his head, holding out his hands to achieve mild stability. "Okay, I think I've got the hand of - whoa!"

The power going to the suit increased - and okay, _maybe _Tony was to blame, but he wasn't going to admit it - and Hiccup found himself rocketed higher into the air. "Tony, _help!"_

"Okay, okay," Tony followed the Viking up, noticing that the dragon was doing the same - and how weird was it that he'd started thinking about dragons without finding it odd? Very, Tony decided - "I'll get you. JARVIS, put Hiccup's suit on autopilot."

"Yes, sir." JARVIS said, and Hiccup's suit stopped moving suddenly. It didn't fall, like it had done the last time Hiccup had tried to stop himself, but hovered neatly in the air.

"It's really harder than it looks," Hiccup commented once Tony had a hold on him, "even just to stay still. How do you manage it?"

"I'm just talented like that." Tony joked - no need to let Hiccup know about all the trouble he'd had getting it to work the first time around. "And I've been at it longer." he conceded at Hiccup's silence; the Viking clearly didn't believe him, and it was obvious even through the metal plating covering his face.

"Right..." Hiccup said sceptically. "Well, I'm gonna carry on practising out here. You got anything you need to be doing, or was your plan for the day just to watch me fail?"

"Ha, well, when you put it like that..." Tony started, noticing halfway through the joking remark that he was receiving a call from Happy - honestly, talk about bad timing - "I'd love to stick around, but Happy's calling. See you later!"

* * *

><p>"Hello?" Tony contained the urge to laugh as Happy appeared on the screen. He walked along as the suit disassembled around him, coming to a stop near an office chair that he plonked down into, pushing off in the direction of his desk.<p>

"Is this forehead of security?" he asked jokingly, teasing Happy's lack of knowledge of technology - he was asking for it, really, forgetting where the camera on his pad was.

"What?" Happy said, then moved his head back once he realised his mistake.

"What do you want?" Tony asked. He needed this conversation to be over quickly; Hiccup would likely crash into something and cause quite a bit of damage without him around to stop the suit from careening out of control.

"I'm working; I got something going on here."

"What? Harassing interns?" Tony guessed. Happy frowned at him, so Tony continued - as much as he loved his little chats with Happy, he really did have to get back to Hiccup - "What's going on? Fill me in."

"For real?" Happy asked, and Tony nodded. "Alright, so Pepper's meeting up with this scientist - rich guy, handsome. I couldn't make his face at first, and you know I'm good at faces."

"Oh, yeah, the best." Tony agreed distractedly. While he was down in the lab, he might as well tinker with the latest suit. He'd been halfway through finishing the mark 42 when the New York nonsense had happened, and he was yet to get the chips in that would allow the suit to come to him.

"Yeah, so I ran his credentials. Says he's Aldrich Killian." Tony flinched as he put the first chip in his wrist, pressing cotton wool onto it to stop the bleeding. He grabbed his phone, quickly tapping the provided name into it. "We met the guy back in... where were we in '99? The science conference?"

"Switzerland." Tony responded. Even though he'd been drunk for most of that event, he still remembered most of the details. The face that was staring back at him on the phone screen wasn't a face he recognised.

"Right, exactly."

"I don't remember that guy..." Tony said, giving up trying to remember the face and grabbing the second chip.

"Of course you don't remember, he's not a blonde with a big rack. It was fine at first, just talking business, but it's, like, getting weird." Happy said, glancing up at where the Killian guy presumably was. "He's showing her his big brain."

"Ah," Tony hissed as the second chip went in. "his what?"

"His big brain," Happy repeated. "and she likes it. Here, let me show you... see?"

"See what?" Tony turned his attention back to the screen Happy was now on. He couldn't see anything. There wasn't even anything _to _see.

"You watching them?" Happy checked. Tony frowned.

"No, I can't see them. Just flip the screen so I can." Happy's face reappeared.

"I'm not a tech genius like you." Tony resisted the urge to point out that it didn't take a tech genius like him to work out how to flip a screen. All he had to do was press a button - even Hiccup could work that out, and he hadn't been told how to countless times!

"Flip the screen."

"I don't know how to flip the screen!" Happy hissed. "I don't trust this guy; he's shifty. Got another guy with him."

"Relax." Tony rolled his eyes; this was a waste of time.

"I'm just asking you to secure the perimeter."

"Hate to cut you off," Tony said, glancing over at the various parts of mark 42 scattered around the room, "but do you have your taser?"

"Yeah, why?"

"There's a gal in HR, pretty sure she's trying to steal printer ink. Maybe you should go over there and shock her." he lied, lifting a hand carefully.

"Yeah, okay." Happy said, ending the call.

_Finally. _Tony flicked his wrist out, and the hand of the suit zoomed over to him. He needed to adjust the speed of that.

Maybe Hiccup could survive without him, just for a while.

* * *

><p>Pepper waved Happy off, glad that he was distracted by another person not wearing their badge. "I'm sorry, Killian." she apologised, looking over to her 4:00.<p>

"It's okay." Killian said, while Pepper's mind went into meltdown over the sight of the - vastly different - man she'd used to work with. Once a rather unattractive man with long, scraggly hair and all the physical prowess of a corpse, it was understandably a surprise to see him clean-shaven and confident, with a sharp suit that showed just how much work he'd put into his new appearance. "Please, call me Aldrich."

"Okay, Aldrich." Pepper agreed, opening her door for him and shooing Happy off - he insisted on sticking close, (he was sweet, if a little overbearing, like that) but he didn't follow them into the room. Pepper walked over to her desk and motioned for Aldrich to start his presentation.

"After years of dodging the president's ban on 'immoral biotech research'," The flippant way in which Killian spoke of morality set of alarm bells to Pepper, "my think tank has something in the pipeline, a little idea we like to call Extremis. I'm just gonna turn your lights down," he warned, walking over to the switch to do just that.

"Regard the human brain." Aldrich placed a device on the desk, from which a holograph sprang up. "Oh, wait, hold on. That's - that's the universe," he said with mocked awkwardness, "my bad. But if I do _that..." _he pressed a button, and the view changed, "that's the brain. Strangely mimetic though, wouldn't you say?"

"Wow..." Pepper said, impressed despite her suspicions. _We'll just see how it goes. _"That's amazing."

"Thanks," Killian said casually, "it's mine."

"What?" Pepper couldn't help but say.

"This is..." Killian started, trying to think of the best way to describe it. "You're inside my head." he settled on eventually. "It's a live feed - come on up, I'll prove it to you."

He offered a hand out, which Pepper took after a small hesitation, and the two climbed up onto the desk. Now, she was completely in the hologram, and it looked quite amazing, she had to admit.

"Pinch my arm." Aldrich ordered. Pepper raised an eyebrow at him, but did it. Instantly, the hologram changed to display a flare of colour moving through the nerves in the brain.

"What's that?" Pepper wondered.

"The primary somatosensory cortex." Killian explained. "It's the brain's pain centre. But _this..." _he moved the image with his hands, pointing out a blank space in the middle of the brain. "is what I wanted to show you."

_There it is. _Pepper could tell that the harmless fun was over; this was where the morally questionable activity came in.

"Extremis harnesses out bioelectrical potential. And it goes here. It's essentially an empty spot, which shows us that our mind - our entire DNA - is destined to be upgraded."

She'd totally called it. Not only was he suggesting weaponising humans, but what his use of 'upgraded' reminded her oddly of the emotionless metal-man villains of a show she watched once. "Wow," she said anyway, trying to find the softest way to break the news to him.

"Imagine if you could hack into the hard drive of any living organism and recode its DNA."

That's where she was drawing the line. "It sounds incredible." she agreed, "Unfortunately, it also sounds highly weaponisable. As in advanced soldiers, private armies, and Tony's not -"

"Tony, Tony." And there came the new method of convincing: smooth talk. It was a shame that Aldrich didn't seem to know that she and Tony actually saw eye to eye on many a moral issue, regarding science, and this was one of them. "You know, I invited Tony to join AIM. But something tells me there's a new genius on the throne, now, who doesn't have to answer to Tony anymore."

The use of genius really gave it away. "It's going to have to be a no, Aldrich, as much as I'd like to help you." It was, honestly, such a shame that he hadn't spent the time working on his creepiness issues rather than his attractiveness ones.

Aldrich frowned. He and Pepper walked over to the door, which she opened and motioned for him to leave.

"I'm sure I'll see you again, Pepper."

Somehow, Pepper found that goodbye just a little bit creepy.

* * *

><p>Hiccup and Tony had only left the tower that morning, and already Bruce was getting roped into helping with the ongoing prank war. It was quite irritating, actually, that he had to be dragged away from his experiments, but at least he was getting some time outside the lab.<p>

"You know, Tony thinks you should get team names." Bruce said, looking over to Natasha.

The Black Widow looked at him for a moment, then grinned. "And what did he propose we be called?"

"Uh... Team Scary, at first," Bruce admitted. "as a top-of-his-head idea."

Natasha scoffed. "And what, Team Stupid for the other guys?"

"As a matter of fact, yes." Bruce said, impressed. "Personally, I think the Bird-Brains would be better, but each to their own..."

Natasha smiled, shaking her head. "If you asked Clint, he'd probably just say 'Team Awesome', so your name's as good as any - better, actually."

Bruce nodded agreement. "Back onto what you want me to do..." he said, playing with the bottle in his hands, "Why does it have to be me?"

"It doesn't." Natasha explained. "I just knew you hadn't left the lab in ages." She took the bottle from his hands and stood up. "Well, you should be seeing the results of this particular prank any time now. So look out for that."

"I will." Bruce promised, pushing himself up and walking off, mind already returning to his experiments and their results.

* * *

><p><em>"And you toss it like... this!" <em>Astrid explained, punctuating her sentence with an axe throw. Natasha watched it soar in a spiral, jamming neatly into the test dummy.

"I've never seen weaponry that old being used before," she admitted, rather impressed with the way the blade stuck into the plastic. "even Clint's arrows are new compared to that."

"They're new compared to _everything." _Clint pointed out from his place across the room. One of the spies' suggestions had been a proper training room, and Tony had seen fit to include a state of the art firing range (with some traditional archery targets over in a corner as a jab at Clint's weapon of choice) - "The stuff Tony did to it is _awesome."_

"Yeah, maybe you should thank him for them." Natasha shot back.

"I _would, _but he's off with his girlfriend. I thought we agreed to leave him alone for a bit?"

"That was _before _we knew that Hiccup was tagging along." Natasha muttered, but didn't argue back. They _had _made a unanimous decision to avoid pestering Tony as much as possible. Not that they'd need to - with all the systems in place in the tower, they didn't even need to leave, and the Vikings hadn't been shown the magic of long-range communication yet.

_"Hey, how 'bout we have a spar?" _Snotlout asked Natasha, wiggling his eyebrows and nudging his elbow towards her.

"Okay." she replied evenly, wasting no time in grabbing the Viking's arm and twisting it so that he fell to the ground. The effectiveness of that little move had been explained to her by Astrid, and she finally thanked her for it - it really did work excellently.

As Snotlout bemoaned his lack of luck with the ladies from his place on the floor, Natasha went over to retrieve the axe. "So, you just toss it?"

_"There's a bit more to it than that, but it's best to have a try yourself." _Astrid corrected. _"Now, what about this... widow's bite?"_

"My specialised weapon." Natasha grinned. "You can test it on Snotlout, if you like."

Astrid grinned. Natasha assumed that she'd realised that, if the weapon was going to be tested out on Snotlout, it was probably a painful one. _"Hey Snotlout, hold this." _she invited, holding out the small device.

_"Oh, cool. What is it?" _he asked, grabbing it. Astrid laughed as Snotlout triggered the weapon, sending a powerful jolt of electricity through him.

"A widow's bite." Natasha explained as Snotlout dropped to the floor for the second time. "You like it?"

"Uh... will he be okay?" Clint asked, jogging over after hearing Snotlout's surprised shout of pain.

Snotlout sat up, dazed, and said something so incomprehensible that JARVIS couldn't translate.

_"He says he's already fine." _Tuffnut explained. At Natasha and Clint's looks, he explained: _"He's been hit by lightning loads of times, so we can understand him when he's like this."_

_"And yet you can't be bothered to learn Dragonese..." _Astrid muttered.

Snotlout tried to say something again. _"He's gonna go have a shower," _Tuffnut translated. _"so that he looks even better than usual."_

_"Huh, that means he'll still look ugly." _Ruffnut chimed in from next to her twin, giving Snotlout a punch to the arm as he walked past.

At the mention of showers, Clint decided he might as well have one of his own, and followed his Viking friend. Tuffnut and Ruffnut followed after, leaving the two girls alone in the room.

_Showers? _Natasha shared a grin with Astrid. _Brilliant._

* * *

><p>Tony had left Hiccup to his own devices some time ago. During that time, Hiccup had managed to get - in his opinion - a quite nice control over the suit. By which he meant he could go a minute without crashing into the water.<p>

Needless to say that his crash course in operating flying armour had left him soaked, because apparently Tony could make suits fly and shoot weird laser blasts, but he'd be damned if he ever tried to make it _waterproof, _oh, no.

_'Bet I could go faster than you in this thing.' _Hiccup grinned over at Toothless, who was - predictably - thoroughly affronted by the statement. Or he pretended to be, at least.

_'Not at the rate you're working it out,' _the Night Fury shot back, _'I've seen hatchlings with better flight control than you!'_

_'Excuse me!' _Hiccup yelled with mock indignation, _'I'll have you know that my grace in the air is unparalleled!'_

_'Yeah, 'cause no one else could ever be as bad as you!' _Toothless grinned. Hiccup shook his head, slowly so that he didn't lose concentration on staying upright and take another early bath. He figured that if he continued at the rate he was going, he'd actually be able to control the suit enough to be mildly competent in an hour or so.

_'You say that, but do you really think that _Snotlout _would be better than me?'_

_'... Fair enough.'_

* * *

><p>Happy knew that Tony was sceptical of his claims. He couldn't really fault the man for it - he hadn't been there in person, so he hadn't had the opportunity to feel that quite frankly creepy aura that seemed to radiate off him. But that didn't make it any less annoying that he'd been so thoroughly ignored. Perhaps if he hadn't been so tight on security recently, he would've been taken seriously, but this just proved that he'd been right to be suspicious.<p>

The man who hadn't had his visitor pass on view was walking up to a bench, just a few metres away from where Happy was standing. Happy spotted a stand not far away selling sunglasses, and walked over as casually as possible.

He grabbed a pair and pretended to try it on in the available mirror, adjusting it so he could see what was happening behind him. There was another man on the bench, equally suspicious and clearly in cahoots with the no-pass man.

Happy had to hide a grin as a case was passed between the two - he was so good at this spying thing - and he watched the two start a conversation. It was real typical spy movie stuff, and Happy'd watched enough of those to know what was going to happen next. So, he turned round and headed over there.

Sure enough, the man on the bench was checking the contents of his case - the other man had left, but it didn't matter too much if he could just get his hands on whatever they'd just traded.

By the time he'd marched over there, the man was already ready to leave. Apparently, whatever he'd wanted was there, and he was now in a hurry to get it out of a public place. Happy wasn't happy, exactly, to see such a potentially dangerous exchange - especially when at least one of those involved was involved in Stark Industries - but he couldn't help but feel a sense of smugness, knowing that he'd been right and Tony had been wrong. After all, it wasn't often that the genius was outsmarted.

He applied the trick he'd seen on a show once, walking into the man as he stood up. The two stumbled slightly as they collided, and the case fell, contents spilling out - how lucky it was that he'd managed to get in before the case was properly closed.

"Ah, sorry," Happy said, as excited as he was nervous - he was doing something seriously awesome - "I'll help you get those, here..."

The brown-haired man didn't notice as one of the parts - a flash drive? It looked like one - slipped from his possession into Happy's. The two parted quickly, each as eager to leave as the other, and Happy turned the small metal object over in his hands as he walked off.

"What are you doing, buddy?" Ah, poo. Happy turned round and found himself face to face with the bald man. So much for a clean escape.

"Just going," he shot back, not about to be intimidated so easily, "I was having a nice evening."

"A little date night?" the man replied, almost challengingly. "Seeing your favourite chick flick?"

"Yeah, a little movie called the party's over," - Happy really was getting good at the sassy talk - "starring you and your girlfriend. Here's the ticket." Happy held the flash drive up between his fingers.

The man smirked, challenging Happy. Not one to disappoint, he swung a fist out at him. It was a good hit, getting the other squarely in the nose with a satisfying crack. He'd be feeling that one later, and now.

Or perhaps not, Happy realised, as the man turned back round. His face was... glowing? The challenging smugness hadn't left his eyes, and he grinned wickedly at Happy's shock as his wound - and it was definitely bleeding, possibly bruised in places - disappeared before his eyes.

_What?_

There wasn't much time to question the impossibility of the situation, as Happy found himself caught up in the impossible man's grip. He struggled against it, to no avail.

By now, plenty of people had noticed the budding fight. Happy was pleased to note that most of them were taking the opportunity to get out of there; he wasn't sure how safe the area would be, if things continued escalating at this rate.

Not at all was the answer, discovered while in mid-air as Happy was tossed away and into the stand he'd been using as his mirror just a minute ago.

He was bleeding now, and a bit disoriented, but that didn't stop him pushing himself up and crawling to the edge of the stand, poking his head round enough to see the two men from the exchange.

The one he'd knocked down was now on the floor, crawling just as he was, and he was glowing. Not like the other had been, in a small, controlled manner, but in a way disturbingly similar to the effect used in cartoons when someone was enraged - the type that usually ended in the character blowing up, and, though it was a comedic effect in the cartoon, Happy was pretty sure that it was nowhere near as funny in real life.

A few words were exchanged between the two, before the one who wasn't about to become a living cartoon turned, walking away with a confident calm that he'd managed to keep up throughout the entire exchange.

The other, red faced and desperate, looked up as his last hope walked off. Even his pupils were glowing now, and Happy realised through the confusion of his fall that there was no time to get away. The man was yelling out, and Happy ducked away behind the stand just as the screaming cut out.

Heat exploded everywhere. A coat of flame billowed out, licking the edges of the stand and melting it away easily. It was contained in the little plaza, curling back in on itself as it reached the main street and dissipating as quickly as it had appeared.

Happy, singed and bleeding and lying on his back in a slowly descending mist of ash, turned his gaze - using the entirety of his now-limited range of movement to do so - to the man, or, what was left of him. So, not much. The ground where he'd been was glowing red, and _dear god, he melted the pavement..._

The tags the man had had were on the ground, still intact but a bit burnt up. Happy reached out a trembling hand, only able to point at them weakly.

Something shifted in the rubble. The man - the impossible man with his impossible healing - had survived. Half his leg had been burned off, but a new one was already reconstructing using the red glow that had just killed someone else - and how was he controlling that, anyway? - and this sort of thing must happen to him often because he wasn't even fazed. Happy watched in horrified wonder as the other man stepped out into the street, leg intact but missing the bottom of his suit trousers, put a piece of gum in his mouth and wandered off, leaving Happy to black out on the floor in the middle of the rubble.

* * *

><p><strong>Poor Happy... and poor everyone else, once we properly get into the IM3 plot. Congrats to LYH for being the first and only person to guess.<br>Do you think there's too little of the people in the tower?  
>(There were less reviews for last chapter. Don't stop reviewing! Reviews are motivation and joy!)<strong>


	6. 1880, Malibu Point

**A/n: sorry for taking a bit longer to write this! (Motivation equalled zero, so writing equalled zero.) ****This chapter is more Tony and Hiccup centric, again. Don't worry, though: the next one is almost entirely in the POV of those back at the tower, and Tony and Hiccup might not be making an appearance at all. So, there'll be stuff from the tower anyway, but they aren't in the plan for the IM3 stuff (not yet, anyway, I'm a bit undecided on that one.)**

* * *

><p>For the second time that night, Tony woke up in a cold sweat. Part of him still felt betrayed that Pepper had just rushed out, when he was still panicked and shaking and <em>oh god the wormhole he was gonna die. <em>That part of him was being squashed down quite violently by the overwhelming sense that something terribly bad had just happened.

The collapsed parts of the mark 42 were still scattered around the room, making it hard for Tony to make his way around them and try to reach the door. He had to do something - what, he wasn't quite sure. Go and build another suit, maybe. Make those adjustments to the new suit.

_"Tony?" _A bleary eyed Viking stepped into view, pausing to yawn. _"What are you... oh - _what are you doing up?"

Rather than question the Viking's own sleeping patterns, Tony grabbed Hiccup and pulled him through into the room. "Couldn't sleep." he explained tersely. "Do you get the feeling that something's... wrong?"

"Uh..." Hiccup looked at Tony appraisingly, doubtlessly taking in his dishevelled appearance and the suit remains littering the floor. "Not... really. I'm guessing you do?"

Tony was about to answer when the phone rang. _Knew it, _he thought, springing over to accept the call.

Hiccup watched Tony's expression carefully as the person on the other end spoke. He couldn't make out their words, but from his friend's expression, he was guessing that it wasn't good news. Not that good news ever came from a call in the early hours of the morning, but still...

"What is it?" Hiccup asked after a few seconds of silence. Tony nodded dumbly, letting the phone drop to the floor as the call ended. He stared at Hiccup.

"There was an explosion. Happy's in the hospital."

* * *

><p>Hiccup had never really met Happy properly, but he dutifully followed Tony to the hospital to meet him, anyway. Pepper had already left for work - apparently she and Tony had had a falling out, something to do with the disassembled suit on the floor - so Tony would be alone otherwise. Unfortunately, since they were going to a public place, Hiccup had had to leave Toothless in the mansion. And he had to wear 'normal' clothes, which meant that he was wearing a black jacket over his usual t-shirt, and jeans - not helpful for making him feel more at ease, and he couldn't help but shift uncomfortably whenever he thought of his current attire.<p>

_"Hey," _Hiccup said as Tony concentrated on parking the car - there were so many modes of transport, it really was ridiculous. And apparently he hadn't even scratched the surface with those he'd seen so far - _"how do you manage to have JARVIS in so many places?"_

_"He's been installed in all of them." _Tony explained, _"They're technically different AIs, since they run on different information, but every so often they all share the new data so they can stay linked."_

_"Huh." _That was pretty cool, actually. The car came to a smooth stop in front of the building, and Tony got out. Hiccup followed, leg nearly catching on the car door and then his own trousers, and hurried into the building. _"Why'd we park so close?" _he asked, noticing that all the other cars seemed to have a designated area a few metres away.

_"The press will be swarming the place by the time we leave. Might as well make the journey as short as possible to avoid them a bit."_

Hiccup nodded, letting Tony walk up to the front desk and announce himself. The woman working there clearly recognised him, startling when she looked up and hurrying to get him what he wanted.

_"The perks of being famous." _Tony whispered to Hiccup - as if he didn't know about that, being the chief of an island. Though, the perks of that were probably outweighed by the ridiculous workload.

Soon enough they were ushered over to the correct room. Hospitals, Hiccup decided on the journey over, were definitely not his favourite places in the world. They were ridiculously sterile, with stark white walls and an overall grim atmosphere. Just seeing Happy lying in the hospital bed probably made him look deathly ill - Hiccup had seen (probably experienced) wounds worse than that, and simply being in a more homely setting made them look less bad than Happy's did now.

Tony watched the unconscious man for a while, perched on the end of the bed. The TV provided enough background noise for Hiccup to not get the urge to talk the awkwardness away.

After five minutes of standing and staring at the unresponsive man, Tony suddenly stood up. _"We should go." _he said decisively. Hiccup shrugged and followed the man back through the corridors, wondering as they went how they hadn't got lost yet - everything looked the exact same - until they managed to reach the entrance.

_"So... the 'press' are going to be out there?" _Hiccup checked, not exactly sure what the press was. Had he been told about it before? Probably not, given the look of understanding on Tony's face.

_"They're a group of people who go and find stuff out, so they can tell people the news." _Tony supplied. _"Not that great though, being as they're really invasive and they usually just print lies anyway."_

Hiccup tilted his head in a shrug - sounded like a professional rumour mill - then copied Tony's posture as he walked outside. He was immediately faced with flashes, coming from everywhere and blinding him. Tony wasn't bothered by it, he just gave a forced smile and continued forwards.

_"Tony!" _sounded, followed by a barrage of different questions. Hiccup caught people asking who he was, people asking who he was going to see. Tony continued, seemingly unfazed, until one man asked: _"Do you have anything to say to the Mandarin?"_

_Mandarin? _Hiccup had heard that used once, when Steve was talking. Wasn't that a type of orange?

_"Here's a personal message for him." _Apparently the word meant something different to Tony - either that or he was getting very dramatic about a fruit. _"I'm not afraid of you. I know you're a coward, and I've just decided: you're dead. I'm gonna collect the body."_

Hiccup had seen threats like this issued. More often than not, they never got carried out. _"In case you _are _a man, here's my home address: 1880 Malibu point, 90265. I'll leave the door unlocked."_

The press, who had previously been silent to catch Tony's words on tape, started up their questioning again. _"That's what you wanted, right?" _Tony checked, then grabbed the man's phone and tossed it against the wall. He ducked back into the car then, giving Hiccup the signal to do the same. The press's calls dulled down when the doors shut, and Tony drove off as they scrambled to follow.

_"I'm not an expert," _Hiccup said once enough time had passed for Tony to calm down, _"but isn't telling the bad guy where you live a bad idea?"_

Tony looked at him for a second, as if he'd forgotten the exchange with the press already. _"I did that, didn't I?"_

Hiccup nodded.

_"Well, shit."_

* * *

><p>"What are we supposed to do now?" Tony Stark wasn't panicking. Nope. Totally calm, chilled out, relaxed. Nothing like the threat of a terrorist attack on your home to give you a sense of tranquillity, really.<p>

"Start trying to take this guy down before he gets to you?" Hiccup suggested, then winced. "Actually, no. Uh, defend this place. What do you have in the way of defence, anyway?"

There was a story behind that change in tactic, and Tony would be damned if he didn't get to hear it. For now, though, he had to concentrate on the terrorist threat. "Other than the suits... not much. And we can't just start shooting everything that enters our airspace; the press have helicopters, too."

Ah, the press. The reason any of this crazy stuff was even happening. _Thanks, random guy. _Tony suddenly felt that his phone-trashing was more than justified. He wasn't even going to pay the guy back for it, in fact (_might not even be alive to,_ he purposefully didn't think).

"Back to Plan A, then." Hiccup said. "What have you got on this orange guy?"

_Mandarin, oranges... amazing._

"JARVIS?"

"The name is an ancient Chinese war mantle, meaning 'advisor to the king'." JARVIS supplied. "Sir, might I suggest you contact SHIELD to -"

"And have them laughing at me for pulling a stunt as stupid as this? Nah, I'm good without Popeye having a fit at me, thanks. In fact, none of this terrorist nonsense is going to anyone. As of now, Stark Tower isn't receiving any info about anything that happens to us."

"Okay, sir." JARVIS said, clearly reluctant.

"So, anything else? What about the attacks, we got any patterns?"

A hologram pulled up out from the floor, giving a view of the blast site courtesy of the security cameras and police records that had just been hacked into. It was slightly disturbing to see Happy over in the corner, staring over at something.

"The heat from the blast was over 3000 degrees Celsius." JARVIS rattled off the facts. "Anyone within 12.5 yards of it was vaporised instantly." _So, thank god Happy was further away than that, then. _"No bomb parts were found in a three mile radius of the explosion."

"Ah." Well, that made no sense. Clearly, _something _here had exploded.

"So it wasn't a bomb?" Hiccup guessed. "Do you have any highly explosive creatures that I need to know about?" he half-joked.

"Oh, yes, how could I have forgotten to mention the explosive dogs?" Tony asked mockingly. "It's so obvious now." He walked into the hologram, moving over to where Happy lay. It looked like he was pointing at something, however weakly. Tony looked up to follow his gaze and saw military dog tags lying on the floor. "Hey, any military victims?"

"Not according to public records, sir."

Hiccup looked over at the dog tags. "What do they have to do with being in an army?"

"They're given to military personnel," Tony imparted his knowledge of the army to the Viking, "as identification. These are pretty burnt though; might not be able to tell whose they are."

"So, are we supposed to find some similar incidents?" Hiccup guessed. Tony suddenly realised that the Viking didn't just not know a few terms or traditions, he was used to a whole different life, which probably meant that he was just guessing the information-gathering methods now. For all he knew, Tony might have a machine that solved it all for him.

"Yeah. JARVIS, any explosions with that 3000 degree heat signature, please." There would be time to sort out their differences later. The scene of the explosion changed to a map, on which a few dots appeared to signal the attacks. "Any of these not Mandarin?"

All but one of the dots disappeared. "What's that, then?" Hiccup wondered.

"It predates any known Mandarin attack." JARVIS explained. "The incident was the use of a bomb to assist a suicide."

_Yikes. _Tony pulled up a news source for the event. "It's pretty similar..." he noted. "and that makes two military guys. Ever been to Tennessee, Hiccup?"

"Creating a flight plan to Tennessee." Good old JARVIS, always knew what Tony wanted him to do.

"Well, we can go and check this lead out, then -" Tony was cut off by the sound of the doorbell.

"We have a visitor?" Hiccup asked, surprised.

"We're still at 'ding-dong'?" Tony was equally confused. "I just gave a terrorist my home address, surely we should be in some kind of lockdown?"

Ah, well. Might as well go and see who it was. In the suit, though - just in case.

"I hope you managed to sort that suit stuff out," Tony said, flicking his wrists to call the mark 42 to him, "because we aren't going up there unprepared."

* * *

><p>Neither Clint nor Snotlout turned up for breakfast. While it wasn't odd for someone to miss tea, not turning up to breakfast was strange - especially since Tony and Hiccup had gone. So, Astrid and Natasha made the suggestion that perhaps they should check on Clint and Snotlout.<p>

You know, just in case they were in some sort of trouble.

Steve had agreed, mainly since he _was _a bit worried about them, and volunteered to be the one to go to find the two. It wasn't a long walk up to Clint's level, and soon he found himself standing outside the archer's room.

He approached the door and knocked on it loudly. "Clint?"

There was no reply, but Steve's advanced hearing meant that he could tell what was going on inside the room. The two men inside were fully awake, scrambling around. It was strange, Steve thought, that they were both in the same room. And on Clint's floor. He didn't know why - perhaps they needed the privacy? Did Snotlout not enjoy having to share a floor with the other Vikings?

He knocked again.

_"Just coming!" _Snotlout called, and the scrambling continued, accompanied by a rustling noise. After a minute of waiting, wondering whether or not to just bash the door down - he decided that it would be rude, and since Tony wasn't there to replace it they'd be there for some time - it finally opened.

Snotlout's face popped round, and he checked back behind him before he opened the door fully. Clint was sat on the bed, adjusting a hat on his head. It was a black hat, that appeared to have a pink lining.

"Nice hat." Steve commented.

"Thanks; I made it myself." Clint shot back. "What're you here for, anyway?"

"Breakfast. It's ready, and you didn't come down."

"Oh, yeah." Clint said, getting off the bed slowly - why was he putting so much concentration into keeping his hat on? - and moving over to Snotlout and Steve. "Let's go down, then."

* * *

><p>"Good morning, Clint." Natasha smiled. Steve frowned as he saw the show off affection rebuffed in the form of a rather intense glare. Even stranger, Natasha didn't take offence to the action; she seemed to expect it, and returned the gesture with a perfectly cheerful grin.<p>

Steve may have liked to think the best of people, but it was hard to not see that something was going on here. _To do with the prank war? _he guessed, trying to remember the last prank. As far as he knew, Clint and Snotlout had managed to have the last say, with their food prank. Nothing else had happened for a while, and while it made life a little more dull, Steve couldn't say he was mourning the loss of the mischief.

"Morning, _Natasha." _Clint said forcefully, taking the seat furthest away from the ex-assassin. Steve still didn't know what was going on, so he decided to try and diffuse the situation.

"Anyone want pancakes?" he offered, holding the frying pan up.

"Ah, yes, please." Bruce smiled awkwardly, recognising the attempt in action.

_"Me and Fishlegs too." _Eret called.

"Anyone else?"

There was no response. The twins were exchanging confused glances between their habitual squabbling, while Snotlout and Clint glared daggers at the - for some reason quite smug - Natasha and Astrid.

So, it _was _a prank, after all. "What did you do?" Steve asked. He had a few guesses - it may have been over seventy years ago, and the times may have changed, but a prank was still a prank, and he'd experienced a lot of them, harmless or otherwise.

_"Whatever do you mean?" _Astrid asked innocently, blinking up at Steve. _"I honestly have no idea what a... 'prank'... even is."_

He had to hand it to her, Astrid made quite the convincing performance. Unfortunately, no amount of acting skill would dissuade Steve. "Really, what was it? Squirty cream to the face? Hiding in his closet?"

Bruce was smiling now - not in his usual, bashful way, but more mischievously. Natasha had corrupted him, clearly.

Natasha grinned devilishly. "Why don't they show us?"

Clint's glare managed - somehow, quite impossibly - to get even more intense now that everyone was staring at him expectantly. "Fine." he huffed eventually. "This stupid hat was getting itchy anyway."

He grabbed the hat off, revealing that it was, in fact, completely black. What Steve had assumed as a lining was actually Clint's _hair _showing through, and it was entirely that colour.

Eret tried to stifle a laugh, but failed miserably. _"That's _amazing!" he enthused. _"How'd they do that?"_

"Switched my shampoo with pink hair dye." Clint grumbled. "Couldn't've been purple or something, oh _no..."_

"Well, I know you like purple." Natasha explained evenly, amusement betrayed by her smile. It pleased Steve that she was showing genuine emotions now; it looked like she felt comfortable enough to drop her facades.

_"Look on the bright side: you don't need to hide it anymore." _Astrid grinned, standing up to ruffle Clint's hair as she went to check on Steve's pancake-making progress and earning a half-hearted swat on the arm for her efforts.

_"Why do _I _not get hair ruffles?" _Snotlout complained good-naturedly.

_"Because you enjoy them." _Astrid smirked.

* * *

><p>Tony wore his mark 42, which was apparently still in the developmental stages - Hiccup wasn't going to question the genius's decision, but it didn't sound like the best one to him - while Hiccup took his own suit. He wasn't sure what it was called. Mark 43? Or did it have a different name entirely?<p>

Not that that mattered much now, since his main focus was supposed to be on whoever they were coming up to meet.

Toothless was there too, standing back a bit as a secret weapon and growling in the direction of anything that dared to make a noise. It was comforting to have the back-up.

_"I don't think a terrorist would knock." _Hiccup confided, glad now for all the time he'd spent sorting out his issues with the suit - it was a bit clunky, trying to walk in it, but he had managed some efficiency in the air. And there was always autopilot.

_"Neither do I," _Tony agreed, _"but who else would be turning up?"_

The answer was revealed to them, as a woman came into view. She was knocking on the glass door, peering through. Upon sight of the Iron Man suit she relaxed, waiting to be let in. She was armed only with a small handbag, so Tony deemed her safe to let in.

"Who's this?" Hiccup asked, in Norse - JARVIS could translate directly to Tony's suit.

_"No idea," _Tony responded. _"no, wait... you were at Switzerland too, weren't you? Wow, what a coincidence. Maya, right? Maya Hansen."_

_"That's a pretty good memory you've got there, considering you were drunk." _Maya confirmed.

That seemed to jog something else in Tony's memory. _"Oh god, you're not here to tell me I have a son, are you? What would he be, like, twelve?"_

_"He's thirteen and he's in the car." _Maya deadpanned. _"No, I'm here to tell you to leave."_

_"We've already considered that option." _Hiccup said, _"It isn't the one we're going with."_

A thud sounded behind him, and a suitcase fell to the floor. _"Apparently someone didn't give Pepper the memo." _Tony commented mildly, watching as more things were tossed down the stairs.

_"You really do need to leave." _Maya insisted, _"You just gave a terrorist your home address -"_

_"Trust me, we know. And it's not a move that's gonna be tried again, right?" _Hiccup glared at Tony, who was still watching the suitcases.

_"Oh, yeah, not gonna do that again. It'd be pointless; everyone already knows where the Avengers Tower is."_

Oh, gods. Hiccup hadn't thought of that. _"What if they send someone after -"_

_"Hey, the tower has the best security systems I can offer. And I offer good security systems."_

_"I assume you've got them all in place here, then?" _Maya asked.

Tony laughed. _"Course not! What's the fun in that?"_

Maya rolled her eyes, but didn't bother to try and argue. The luggage had finally stopped raining down on them now, and Pepper was making her way down the stairs to join them. _"We're leaving." _she announced once she reached the bottom of the stairs.

_"Finally, someone with some sense!" _Maya said, exaggerated, taking one of the suitcases up in her hands and pulling it over the door. _"You two need to pack too." _she advised, glaring pointedly at Tony. _"Maya Hansen, by the way." _she introduced.

_"Pepper." _Pepper returned the gesture. _"You probably already know Tony, and this is Hiccup."_

Maya made a strange face at his name. _"My first name is the least weird bit of it." _he assured her.

Over in the corner, where Toothless had been hiding while the humans talked, Toothless was getting anxious for a bit of action. He conveyed this with a short, otherwise meaningless growl.

_'It's okay, Toothless,' _Hiccup assured, lifting the faceplate of his own suit just as Tony was doing to talk to Pepper, _'we're just talking about leaving. We need to be able to get out quickly, if we have to.'_

Toothless nodded in understanding and edged closer to the door.

_"Hey, guys?" _Hiccup looked up to see Maya pointing at a nearby TV screen. Pepper and Tony were too busy locked in an argument to pay attention. _"Do we need to be doing something about that?"_

The screen showed a collection of helicopters, all hovering outside the mansion - _are they media, or terrorist? _Presumably the footage itself was being shot from a helicopter, so they might not be dangerous.

_"We really need to be concentrating on that." _Hiccup agreed, grabbing Tony and pushing him to look at the screen. Now, there was a missile clearly visible on it, and it was headed directly for them.

_"Ah, sh -" _The explosion cut off Tony's sentence. Hiccup felt himself forced back, falling through the air as he watched Tony's suit disassemble and come together around Pepper. A heroic gesture, but it left Tony defenceless.

_'Toothless!' _Hiccup yelled as he flew back, seeing the dragon react and start flying towards him, _'Get Pepper and Maya out!'_

Toothless nodded; he'd been in enough situations like this to trust Hiccup's survival skills. For a while, at least. He leapt over the bits of falling ceiling, ignoring the dust clouds billowing up from them as he made his way over to the women. Maya was a bit surprised to see a dragon coming to her rescue, but she accepted the help nonetheless. Toothless took off to fly out, but a bit of rubble slashing his prosthetic tailfin ruined that idea.

Now, Hiccup decided as Toothless disappeared with the others on his back, it was time to retrieve Tony.

_"You okay?" _Hiccup checked. There hadn't been time to reach him, and Tony looked quite banged up from what Hiccup could tell.

_"Just peachy." _Tony said sarcastically. _"Right, we need to take out these guys."_

Hiccup nodded, raising a hand and preparing the propulsors. Actually hitting the helicopters was a feat in itself, not helped by the way the floor was gradually tilting more and more, or that the systems were damaged from the first explosion. And that was before the second wave of missiles.

Hiccup instinctively went to protect Tony, but the suit took more damage in the process. Meanwhile, JARVIS informed Tony that the suit was safe to take from Pepper, so at least he'd have one less thing to worry about.

Now, where had he been?

Oh, yes: taking out some terrorists.

The next few missiles sent the mansion sliding towards the cliff edge, and it was more than random bits of rubble falling into the surrounding water now. The lower levels had been compromised - even the lab, where all the other suits were.

_"We've got to get out of here!" _Hiccup shouted above the rumbling of the house.

_"The suit won't fly!" _Tony shouted back. _"We need to take these 'copters out!"_

How he was going to do that without the energy blasts from his hands working properly, Hiccup didn't know. The good news was that the systems looked to just be rebooting to solve the problem, so if the fight dragged on...

By the looks of how things were going, it wasn't going to be going on for much longer.

Tony took a sliding piano into his armoured arms, using what little power he had to push it into the main helicopter. It fell - _one down, quite a few more to go - _but took more of the building with it. And when had the terrorists got so close?

There were missiles coming constantly now, raining down fire in the form of explosions. With as the intervals between each strike as small as they were, there wasn't enough time to evade them all and try to take out the helicopters.

Hiccup took what little time he had to aim the proplusors at the main helicopter, sending out a quick blast that made a glancing blow. While it was a good shot, it hadn't actually hit the intended target. The missile continued on its path straight forwards, striking the floor just below Hiccup's feet. He was thrown backwards, into a wall and a world of pain.

* * *

><p>Toothless growled at his uselessness. There Hiccup was, defending against whatever those terrible wingless - yet still flying - machines were throwing at him, and here he was, with a busted tailfin and nothing to do other than wait.<p>

_'Hiccup!' _he yelled, watching as Pepper - a strange name, like a Viking's (though this wasn't the time to be pondering such things) - did the same for her mate. The house had taken a strange tilt now, and was starting to slide down into the ocean below. Toothless knew of Hiccup's luck, and having had experience with having to fish him out of the water, he wasn't too confident of the Viking's chances.

The other woman - Toothless neither knew nor cared about her name - was thinking more clearly than the other two, having no real personal ties to those in immediate danger. "We should get back." she advised, in that strange not-Norse that Hiccup had spent so much time learning to speak. "Don't want to fall in too."

Pepper nodded at the words, and complied. While Toothless would normally never listen to such a request, he was temporarily flightless, so he had to obey.

_Hiccup better come back soon. _Toothless decided, shifting closer to the mansion despite the danger.

* * *

><p>"Hiccup!" Tony yelled, reaching out and grabbing the Viking before he could slide down into the water. "Are you okay?"<p>

Hiccup made a slurred groan of a response, and Tony had to accept that as a yes.

_"Tony..." _Hiccup started to sit up, which was just as well since there was a helicopter slowly losing altitude, and the driver had decided that, if he was going to go down, he was going to take them with him.

There was no time for a smartass response, as the slowly stopping blades came through, smashing any remaining glass and setting alight on impact. There was a hole in the floor now, and with no propulsion and nothing to hold onto, Tony and Hiccup fell through.

They were through to the lab now, and Tony could see Dum-E trying to grab onto something to hold as the world slipped from beneath him. _Oh, god. _They might not be human, but they were as close as robots had ever gotten, and they were family, damn it. Tony felt his breath hitching and looked away from the suffering technology. It wouldn't do to be distracted.

There was still one helicopter left, and it had brought the missiles back out. A tad overkill, perhaps, but Tony wouldn't deny that their methods were working. The suits were being destroyed now, and he couldn't bring himself to really care as the last few months' work was blown to smithereens as he watched on, helpless. It was probably the least sucky aspect of the situation.

He was slipping, but he held tight onto Hiccup, and the bit of floor he'd found purchase on. They were going to go over the edge.

A waterfall of debris and sparking, broken gadgets cascaded down into the ocean, engulfing Tony as he was jostled around. Everything was moving too fast to be able to see, to get a bearing on what was up or down or left or right.

With a jolt, it all stopped. A few pieces of wall were still floating down, but the confusion was over.

Tony wasn't sure if that was much better; he now knew that he was trapped.

On the upside, Hiccup was a bit less trapped. Now, if only he was awake, he could rescue them both.

He'd have to be quick though; Tony's suit was rapidly filling with water. He wouldn't have had much oxygen anyway, but this was making a massive dent on his supply. _Come on, Hiccup... _Tony thought, still struggling against the metal trapping him even as the water level rose above his nose and mouth.

* * *

><p>Hiccup groaned as he came back into consciousness. He was aware of water, a sensation of falling and sudden weightlessness. Cracking an eye open, he realised that Tony was there too, wherever they were. There was a support beam trapping him in, which Hiccup tugged at, to no avail.<p>

He wasn't even sure what was going on - had they won? Where were the helicopters? - but he knew he had to get them out.

Hiccup tugged again on the beam holding Tony down. Both the suits weren't designed for underwater use - he understood enough of the schematics to know that - so he was going to run out of oxygen any time now. By the looks of the way Tony was faring, he'd run out of oxygen a while ago.

Trying to escape while under a time limit, having just hit your head and working with a severely depleted oxygen level, weren't, as it turned out, the best conditions for good idea creation. Hiccup grabbed Tony's hand, pulling as hard as he could, and managed to free him.

"We... we need to get out of here." he panted to himself, suddenly aware of the headache he had - was that new, or had he just not noticed it? "We... we need..."

JARIVS heard the request, and delivered.


	7. Not So Fireproof

**A/n: haha, yeah. Took me a bit longer to finish this one than I expected. Hopefully, the next chapter shouldn't take as long. My only excuse is laziness, but I think that's a pretty good excuse so hey.  
>In other news, this is a (almost entirely) tower-centred chapter. Back to Hiccup and Tony next time though.<strong>

* * *

><p>Toothless edged over to the cliff face. What had once been the site of a sturdy, sleek house was now destroyed. Nothing remained, everything that hadn't been blown up having slid into the ocean.<p>

Hiccup and Tony had never come out of the house. Toothless didn't really want to know whether they'd been taken by the explosion or the water; both were just as bad, and whatever happened, Hiccup was dead.

_No. _Hiccup wasn't dead - couldn't be. He'd escaped worse than that with less technology, so he had to be alive. He just hadn't come back. Why, Toothless didn't know - one thing he knew for certain is that Hiccup would never willingly leave Toothless, ever - but there must've been a reason.

All Toothless had to do was wait, bide his time, and Hiccup would come back for him.

He wasn't even going to consider the alternatives.

* * *

><p>Clint tugged at his hair to bring it in front of his eyes. It was still dyed, but he'd managed to turn the shocking pink into a much nicer shade of purple. Turning the prank around like that, so that it worked to his advantage - because honestly, purple hair looked kinda cool on him - meant that this round had gone to him.<p>

And he hadn't even had to prank anyone.

Not that he was going to take a break and let the girls try something else on. No, he'd find the most amazing prank, something that not even Natasha would be able to remain calm throughout.

Astrid would be in for a shock, he mused, since she'd never managed see just how good at pranking he was. Sure, he was at a disadvantage (Snotlout wasn't the best cunning thinker, as it turned out, so he was doing most of the idea-making on his own - he wasn't even counting Tuffnut; destructive abilities and lacking brain cells did not an effective pranker make) but he was confident that he could come up with something _epic._

And he wasn't going to leave his room until he'd done it.

Also, Astrid and Natasha were trading their knowledge of different languages downstairs, and while it could be funny, watching them struggle with the translators off, it got boring fast. Still, if Natasha was starting to learn, he'd have to start sooner or later.

Mind you... learning languages took effort, which he was currently spending on cunning ideas.

Better make that later.

Getting JARVIS to play bird calls would be a good one - bird themed pranks always were - but its originality was impeded by the translation prank. He might do it anyway, in the interim, just to get on their nerves. Maybe have that, then the real one the next day. A false sense of security.

And it'd have to be long-lasting, embarrassing... Clint pulled himself up into the vent and stared back down at his bed - high spaces were the best for thinking, and this would have to be a _very _well thought out plan.

_Maybe I could -_

"Mr Barton," JARVIS cut in, ever formal, "I have been told to inform you that you are needed."

"What for?" he grumbled, reluctantly getting down from his perch.

"I believe the term was 'Avengers Assemble'."

* * *

><p>Clint was the last to respond to the call, out of the remaining Avengers and the Vikings. He looked over at Fury quizzically when he entered, and was surprised - and mildly suspicious - when the look wasn't returned by the usual glare. Either Fury was having a very, very good day, or something terrible had happened.<p>

In Clint's experience, it was usually the latter.

"What are we doing here?" Fishlegs asked, surprising Clint with his use of English - perhaps Cap had been teaching him... "We aren't Avengers, and the call was for -"

"Might as well be." Fury said shortly, tone clearly showing his complete lack of intention to elaborate. Clint tried to think back to who'd last referred to the Vikings as Avengers. As far as he knew, it was Tony. But Tony wasn't dead, and Fury only ever did that type of thing in honour of dead people... _strange._

"So, what're we doing?" Astrid asked - so, her English lessons were going well. Maybe it was just Snotlout and the twins who hadn't learnt anything yet. In which case, Clint would have to rectify that, whether the parties involved were willing or not.

"We've had reports of 'scary robots wearing Link clothes'." Fury explained, gaining a mix of confused looks and slight laughs, dependent on whether the reference was understood or not. "They're attacking from multiple fronts, so you're going to need to split up."

_And look for clues, _Clint added mentally, just as Cap chimed in with his own "well, we've already split into three groups, so we should be okay using those."

"That would be great," Fury said, and Clint could practically _feel _the 'but', there, "if there were three groups. There's only two."

Well, that wasn't _so _much of a problem. A quick headcount revealed that there were actually ten people present anyway, so if one of the groups split up... "Me and Bruce can go with the Cap," Clint offered, "and the other two can go with the girls."

The twins butted heads in agreement, and Snotlout wiggled a suggestive eyebrow at Natasha, who returned the gesture with a forceful elbow to the face. It had become somewhat of an in-joke, now, rather than the genuine flirting that it'd started out with. Which was good for Snotlout, because if it was still proper flirting he'd've been in hospital by now.

Clint moved over to his temporary teammates, relieved to be free of the two men of lesser intellect - they weren't bad, but spending so much time in close quarters with them had made them seem more irritating than they really were. Bruce moved over into Clint's group, and the teaming up problem was solved. Bruce smiled at Clint, ruffling his hair, and it occurred for the first time to Clint that, for some reason, Fury hadn't called him out on his strange appearance.

What was with that? His hair was definitely still the strong purple colour - he'd only dyed it that morning - so why wouldn't he be being teased about it? Well, Fury's reasons were his own, and - usually - completely illogical to all but him. Maybe he'd ask Natasha later; she spent a lot of time reading people, but even she hadn't managed to completely crack Fury.

"Alright," Clint grinned, "take us to the tunics."

* * *

><p>Bruce looked over at the robots - Doombots, apparently; named after their creator - and tried to judge the situation. "Is there any point in me Hulking out?" he asked, squinting at the more distant machines, "or am I needed to work out weak points?"<p>

_"I can do that," _Fishlegs offered, realising only halfway through the sentence that he wasn't speaking English, "if you need to... Hulk out?"

Bruce smiled at the Viking's confusion over the unfamiliar term. "That'd be helpful." he admitted. "Well, see you later."

And with that pleasant goodbye, Bruce turned to face the new threat and let the rage in the back of his mind take over. His muscles bulged, growing until he was the towering green rage-monster he was more well known for being.

_Hulk **smash!**_

* * *

><p>With Bruce in full Hulk mode, the task of weak spot spotting fell to Fishlegs. And, mouthful as it was, it was still easier said than done.<p>

He immediately regretted letting Bruce go. Not that the Hulk wouldn't be helpful, but - and Fishlegs was really cursing his bad luck to have not noticed this _before _it was too late - Fishlegs had no idea how machines worked.

At all.

_Keep your head on, you can do this, just... think about what Hiccup would do!_

That mentality lasted about three seconds, ending with Fishlegs throwing his arms into the air and running off behind Clint, yelling "I don't know how to do this someone help oh Thor what was I thinking I don't know what a Doombot _is!"_

He said more than just that, but it was neither intelligible nor interesting, so nobody heard it.

"Nobody_ knows what these Doombots are,"_ Clint pointed out, _"so your guess is as good as any. You've got that dragon to help you get up to them, so why don't you take Eret up there with you?"_

Fishlegs nodded uncertainly, hopping on Meatlug and giving her a shaky pat as he left.

That left Steve and Clint on the ground.

_"So, I hear you're the star-spangled man with a plan?"_

Steve groaned.

* * *

><p>"Look at me; I'm on a Doombot!" Tuffnut laughed, bashing his head against the metal casing of the robot he was stood on. Ruffnut, from her position above him where she stood on Barf and Belch, threw her helmet down at him to hit him on the head.<p>

"I can tell you're gonna ask, so: _no, they never take anything seriously." _Astrid deadpanned to Natasha.

_"Well, they're gonna have to start doing." _Natasha frowned, taking a gun from her belt. _"So, are we getting the dragons to just grill them?"_

Astrid grinned. _"Yeah. Let's see how fireproof they are."_

With a slight nudge, Stormfly took off after Hookfang and Barf and Belch, shooting a few spikes in the robot's direction as she did. Her aim was true, and the machine was pierced multiple times. Sparks started coming off the Doombot (Astrid wasn't an expert, but Natasha assured that this was a bad sign - well, a good sign in this circumstance, but generally a bad one) but it stayed standing.

"Looks like it's gonna take more than that," Astrid cursed quietly, pulling in beside Snotlout.

"Yeah, you can't kill 'em with your stupid spikes!" Tuffnut laughed, "You've gotta use _fire!" _He pointed forwards, laughing wildly as Ruffnut prompted her head - Astrid still wasn't quite sure which was which, and she wasn't sure if the twins quite knew, either - to spew out the gas. One spark later, and the Doombot was alight.

It was only a matter of seconds before the heat melted through the casing, and the slight sparks Stormfly had caused turned into crackles as the inner machinery burned.

"Wow." Astrid flew back down to Natasha, whose grip on her gun was slackening, much like her jaw, as she watched the first Doombot collapse to the ground, broken. _"Are they... supposed to be so... easy to break?"_

_"I guess Dr Doom just didn't anticipate us having the _fire_power," _Natasha joked, holding a hand to her ear as she activated her earpiece. _"Hey, Clint."_

* * *

><p>"Little tip: these guys aren't fireproof. At all."<p>

Clint grinned as he heard Natasha's voice, and looked over to the Vikings. "Hey, guys!" he waved at them, catching Fishlegs' attention. "Natasha says to just set fire to them!"

Fishlegs nodded, and he and Meatlug turned round to spread the message to the others, fire starting in the dragon's mouth.

There were hundreds of the robots, even with the Hulk going round and smashing them, so Clint figured it'd take a few hours to melt all of them down. In the meantime, anyone not a dragon or a dragon rider was pretty useless.

"Hey, Nat," Clint said, loud enough for Steve to hear, "wanna go get lunch?"

"Hey, I know you love me, but don't you think the middle of a battle's really the best time for a first date?" Natasha joked, and Clint could hear the smirk in her voice.

"No time like the present," Clint returned, "and besides, Cap's coming with us!"

"Where am I going?" Speak of the devil, Steve had taken his attention off the fight - it really was quite one sided by this point, and not at all interesting for spectators, so Clint didn't blame him.

"To get lunch." Clint revealed. "We should get Bruce to come too. Uh, how do we de-Hulk him?"

Steve looked over to the resident big green rage machine, who was slowly realising that everything he was supposed to be smashing was too busy being on fire to be smashed. For a monster only capable of anger, he looked rather disappointed by the lack of robots to destroy.

"Maybe he'll calm down on his own," Steve suggested hopefully, just as the Hulk sat down and started staring at the robot head he had in his hands.

"Looks like he already is." Clint noted. "Hey, where're Bruce's spare clothes?"

"Spare clothes?" Natasha echoed.

"We don't have any, do we?" Steve sighed, successfully reading Clint's exasperation.

"Nope." Clint popped the 'p', rocking back on his heels. "So, who wants to go find him some clothes?"

"I might as well," Natasha volunteered. "I'll have to make my way over to you anyway; I'll see what I can find on the way over."

* * *

><p>Finding a shop was, really, quite a bit easier than it should've been. For starters, none of the shops seemed to have closed. Sure, New York had already experienced quite a large scale invasion attempt not that long ago, but that didn't mean that they should be particularly flippant about giant robots marching towards them.<p>

Whatever. It was convenient, and Natasha couldn't be bothered acting on her suspicions. Casually ghosting her fingers across the gun in her pocket - not her favourite, but it would suffice - she entered the store.

The sign outside had advertised it as the 'only place to find high fashion at low prices', and while she doubted that, she had to acknowledge that it _was _eye-catching; it was the first one on the street that she'd noticed.

An overhead bell announced her entrance. Natasha stiffened unperceptively at the noise, quickly scanning out the men's section and walking - perhaps slightly faster than necessary - towards it.

There were a lot of shirts, Natasha noticed, but nothing that Bruce would usually like to wear. 'Awkward but still kinda well dressed', apparently, didn't count as 'high fashion' at the moment. Giving up on the idea of locating a good shirt - would these even fit him, anyway? - Natasha strolled down the aisle towards the t-shirts. Her hands brushed lightly along the fabrics, occasionally halting to pull an item out for further scrutinising. About halfway down the row, a flash of green under her curled fingers caught her attention.

Natasha pulled the t-shirt out. _Perfect._

* * *

><p>Natasha turned up twenty minutes later, a plastic bag in hand. By this point, Bruce had thoroughly de-Hulked and was awaiting clothing, sat awkwardly on the floor, trying to cover himself with the Doombot head and keep warm.<p>

"What've you got him?" Clint asked, trying to peer into the bag. Natasha pulled it away from him and shook her head.

"Nuh-uh. You have to wait 'till he puts them on." she said with mock sternness, tossing the bag behind the partially destroyed Doombot. "There you go, try those out."

There were a few shuffling noises from behind the robot, as everyone studiously ignored Bruce getting dressed. He popped round a few seconds later, leaving only his head visible.

"Do they not fit you?" Steve asked.

"What? Uh, no..." Bruce stepped out completely.

"Oh my _god, _that's brilliant!" Clint laughed. Bruce was wearing a green t-shirt, emblazoned with the face of the Other Guy.

"Give us a spin." Natasha suggested, and Bruce reluctantly complied. The back of the shirt read "Hulk smash!", and was just about the best thing Clint had seen all day.

"Do they have those in Hawkeye?" he asked, tone joking though he was actually serious.

"Yep." Natasha confirmed. "One for each of us, and an 'Avengers Assemble'."

"I've got to get one." Clint decided. "Show me the way."

* * *

><p>Despite Steve's protests - which were, admittedly, half-hearted, but then again he wasn't completely against the idea - he still ended up with a Captain America t-shirt. After a quick stop to put on their new purchases, the small group found the nearest restaurant with pizza on the menu - surprisingly close; why hadn't they evacuated? - and found a table.<p>

"We should be helping the Vikings," Steve protested as a waitress showed them to their table, with a smile and an inquiry into their drinks preferences. He frowned deeper as Clint ordered alcohol - drinking on the job, especially one that was so life-or-death, was pretty irresponsible - and requested a glass of water for himself.

"Aw, but _Capsicle!" _Clint begged, pulling out one of Tony's favourite nicknames.

"This place is pretty close. We can get back if we're needed." Natasha reasoned, picking up a menu and scouring it intently.

"I'd hate to ruin this new shirt." Bruce said with a slight smile.

Steve rolled his eyes, but didn't push the issue. _Might as well see what they have, then. _He picked up his own menu, and prepared to decide whether or not to be adventurous.

* * *

><p>"How're things holding up on your end?" Astrid asked, feeling slightly awkward since she was technically talking to thin air.<p>

"We've got about half of them." Fishlegs responded.

Astrid nodded. A pause. "Err, keep it up then." she said, quite awkwardly, when she realised that Fishlegs couldn't see her.

"Yeah, I'll do that. Um, tell me when you're done." Astrid nodded again, but there wasn't time to rectify that before Fishlegs went back to battling.

Astrid surveyed her own battle. It was going well, obviously in their favour, and, now that the fire was spreading from robot to robot, it wouldn't long until they were all gone.

_What're we supposed to do when they're all gone? _The thought hadn't occurred to her before, and now that it had, she was stumped.

_"You nearly done?" _The answer came from Clint, speaking, voice muffled, into the com. _"We got pizza with your names on it, if you can get here before it gets cold."_

Astrid shook her head with a laugh. _"What do we do? With these... Doombots - once we've melted them all?"_

_"I dunno. Let SHIELD deal with it." _Clint advised sagely. Astrid could hear him taking a bite of his pizza, and he chewed thoughtfully for a while before continuing. _"We're at the closest pizza place. Just go straight down the road you're on - you're still on the same road, right?"_

Astrid prided herself in remembering to just say _"yeah."_

_"Great, then just head down there for a bit." _Clint said. In the background, Astrid could make out Natasha's voice, but not what she was saying. _"Yeah, yeah, I know. Well, bye."_

* * *

><p>Natasha grinned as the Vikings entered the restaurant. "Told ya they'd be fine, gramps." she grinned, getting up to usher them over.<p>

"So, how did your first battle against robots go?"

_"It was _boring!" Snotlout scoffed. _"They didn't even fight back, they just melted or whatever."_

"Yeah, Doctor Doom probably wasn't expecting us to just flamethrower his ass." Clint agreed. "Good thing you have those dragons."

"Speaking of dragons, where are they?" Steve asked.

"We sent them back to the tower." Astrid explained. _"More to the point - what's with your shirts?"_

_"What, these?"_ Natasha grinned. "Official Avengers t-shirts, apparently."

"Don't see them paying us for them though." Clint grumbled. "Not that I'm complaining; this Hawkeye shirt is_ awesome."_

"Sounds awfully like complaining to me." Steve pointed out with a grin.

"I'm hurt," Clint said with dramatic sarcasm. "wounded by a museum exhibit!"

"Now come on," Natasha chided, "I'm sure gramps didn't mean it. He's going senile in his old age, I'm afraid, so he doesn't understand the art of sick burns as much as he used to."

Bruce let out a sharp exhale of breath at the jibe, shaking his head at Clint's hysterics. The others shared a slightly confused look.

_"This is one of those slang words, isn't it?" _Eret guessed.

"Not one I've ever heard of..." Steve muttered. "I'm guessing it doesn't mean a burn that got infected, then?"

"Yeah, nah." Clint agreed. "Just means... I dunno. Good insult. Y'know the sick means good thing? It's like that."

Steve nodded thoughtfully. "What a weird phrase." he commented mildly, turning his attention back to his food.

* * *

><p>Fury sat back in his chair, reviewing the footage he'd pulled up from the fight. The Avengers were working well with the Vikings, the dragons making up for the lack of Iron Man quite nicely. Speaking of Iron Man, it appeared that the team weren't mentioning him. Perhaps it was one of their coping mechanisms - Natasha and Clint certainly liked to put on a front; maybe the Vikings did too, since - from what he remembered of Thor's talk about the people who worshipped him - they didn't exactly celebrate the expression of emotion.<p>

Whatever the reason, he was just going to leave them to their strange ways of getting over it (what technique Hawkeye and Snotlout were trying to apply with that hair-dying, he had no idea, but he hoped it was working out for them). And if that meant not mentioning Tony's death, then that was what he'd do.

The way they were acting really was strange though, almost as though they didn't even know. But that was preposterous; the media coverage of the event was crazy, and with the amount of access the tower had to that type of thing, it would take nothing short of a miracle for them to have conveniently missed the channels constantly showing the clips of the mansion slipping down from the cliff edge on which it once stood.

Fury decided that, in the end, it didn't really matter. Tony was dead, but the team was still functioning, and the Avengers were as effective as ever. Hiccup was dead too, though it was a less well-known fact, so maybe the Vikings really didn't know yet that they'd lost their chief.

He'd have to inform them the next time he saw them.

Unbeknownst to Fury, Tony and Hiccup were very much alive.

* * *

><p>Hiccup woke to Tony shaking him. "What..." he squinted up at the billionaire's face - since when was it so blurry? - and realised that he was doing fish impressions. Well, it was actually speech, but it may as well have been a fish impression with the amount of it that Hiccup understood.<p>

_"I don't understand you." _Tony said, thankfully slowly this time so that Hiccup could actually understand. _"JARVIS... he isn't up to translating right now."_

Hiccup nodded. He knew what JARVIS meant to Tony, and that he saw him more as a human than a bunch of coding. More concerningly, if JARVIS wasn't functional, that meant that the suits weren't either.

_"Do you remember what happened?" _Tony prompted, just as slowly as the last time.

Hiccup nodded again. Now that he thought about it, he remembered the fire, the explosions... a lot of pain, then water, then darkness. _"It..._ where -_ where are we?"_

_"Tennessee, I think." _Tony replied, sounding immensely relieved. _"JARVIS made a flight plan, remember? Now, we need to... god, I don't know. We need to get back, but we can't - the suit's broken - and we can't fix it here... I - what now?"_

_"If we can't fix it here, we'll find somewhere we _can." Hiccup said firmly, finally sitting up to find himself in the middle of the snow. He hadn't felt the cold until then, but now that he'd noticed it he couldn't ignore it. _"Toothless needs to know I'm okay." _he realised, pushing himself up and out of the broken suit.

_"We can find a payphone..." _Tony was calming now, shaking from the cold instead of panic. _"Then someone's garage."_

* * *
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* * *

><p>Hiccup waited awkwardly outside the phone box as Tony reeled off some passcodes, leaning on the glass and shivering slightly. He, like Tony, was dressed in a poncho, stolen from a model outside one of the shops they'd passed on their way over. Walking aimlessly around the snowy town in the middle of the night wasn't one of the most fun things, so stealing the extra clothing had been the highlight of his evening so far.<p>

_"Pepper, It's me." _Tony's slightly muffled voice came through the glass, and he leant back against it as he ran a hand through his hair. _"I've got a lot of apologies to make, not much time. I'm so sorry I put you in harms way... it was stupid, selfish, won't happen again. I'd say more, but, Hiccup - he wants to talk to Toothless. Oh, and SHIELD. You gotta contact them, get them over here. Just, let the Avengers know we're okay."_

Hiccup replaced Tony in the phone booth, and took no time in starting his speech. _'Hey, bud. I'm okay. Hope you're getting this...' _He paused momentarily_. 'I'm just... stuck somewhere else for a bit. But I'm fine - I'm talking Dragonese, see? Oh, gods... just... don't get into trouble, okay?' _Now he was breathing heavily into the phone, not sure what else to say but desperately wanting to say _something._

There was no chance to. The phone clicked, requiring more money to work. Money which they didn't have. (Honestly, it was a bit ridiculous that a billionaire was having trouble paying for things, but that was one of the least strange parts of the situation.)

_"So... what now?" _Hiccup asked, emerging from the phone box as though he hadn't been practically crying just a few seconds ago.

_"Like __I said, we find a garage."_

* * *

><p>Hiccup followed Tony, awkwardly as before, as they continued their wandering. <em>"How are we supposed to find it though?"<em>

_"I dunno. We're just looking for a place that looks a bit abandoned. Run down, no one in there, y'know?"_

Hiccup shrugged. At least they were doing _something, _and they were actively trying to seek out shelter. Hopefully they'd be able to find it sooner than they found the phone box.

They were approaching the end of the street now, where the small collection of bars and shops gave way to houses. The snow was thicker here, less trodden on compared to the relatively busy - and much more well-lit - scene behind them. The walk down the road had turned into more of a trudge, not good when you're barely managing anything more than a shuffle.

And when you've got a metal suit dragging along behind you.

_"What about that one?" _Hiccup suggested, pointing a shaking arm towards the closest house he could see. There was actually a shed next to it, one of considerable size, at that. Tony looked over at it appraisingly.

_Please, say yes. _Hiccup begged internally, feeling his knees give way just a bit more in his exhaustion.

_"Yeah, why not." _Tony said, and it was the best thing Hiccup had heard since waking up in the snowy forest. _"The lights for the house are off, too... Hope it isn't locked."_

As it turned out, the doors _were _locked. They weren't locked for long, though, with Tony's determination and a few well-placed kicks. As the doors flung open, sending a cloud of dust into the room that settled to create a new layer on top of the already dulled furnishings, Hiccup dropped his suit.

"Thank the gods..." he mumbled, staggering into the relative warmth and collapsing on a nearby sofa. That sent up another cloud of dust, which came back down to settle on Hiccup.

_"What?" _Tony asked, dragging both the suits inside and closing the doors behind him. _"Didn't quite catch that."_

"Speakin' in Norse..." Hiccup spoke into the sofa, voice muffled by the cushions. He was safely inside now; no need to stay alert. "Gonna take a... a nap..."

By the end of the sentence, he was asleep.

Tony shook his head, propping the two suits up against each other, then shifted the sleeping Viking into an upright position. He sat next to him on the sofa, relaxing back with a sigh.

_"I'll keep watch, then." _he decided, yawning. _"Make sure no one comes in..."_

His watch lasted less than five minutes.

* * *

><p>Tony woke to someone shaking his shoulders.<p>

"Go 'way Hiccup..." he complained, shoving the incessant hand out of his way. "'M tired..."

"I'm not Hiccup." Tony's eyes widened as he realised he didn't recognise the voice, and he shot up. The boy - quite young, and clearly not the owner of the shed - didn't move out of the way in time, so both of them knocked heads.

"Who are you?" Tony asked, rubbing his head and checking that Hiccup was okay. The Viking was still asleep, completely oblivious to what was going on. _Lucky._

"I'm Harley." the boy introduced. "And you're dead."

"Uh, no I'm not." Tony corrected. The boy shook his head and tossed a newspaper into the billionaire's lap.

"Well, you're supposed to be."

"Sorry to disappoint," Tony muttered as he glanced over the article. It was, indeed, labelling him as dead, with some lovely quotes from fellow businessmen who were using his 'death' as a chance to gain more publicity for themselves.

Lovely.

"What're you doing here?" Harley asked, "Is it to do with the attack? Are you hiding from the terrorists?"

"Woah, one question at a time!" Tony placed a hand over the kid's mouth. "Still waking up here! Uh, yeah, totally hiding from the terrorists. In... your shed. Safest place in the world, this is."

"Who's your friend?" Harley asked, prodding at Hiccup. The Viking shifted slightly, but didn't stir.

"Hey, my turn to ask questions!" Tony protested. "This is Hiccup. Totally awesome Viking guy from, like, a different universe. So where are your friends? Mom, dad, siblings and stuff?"

"Well, mom already left for the diner, and dad went to seven eleven to get scratch cards. I guess that he won, 'cause that was six years ago."

"Well, dads do that." Tony said flippantly.

Hiccup mumbled something, probably in Norse since Tony couldn't understand a word of it.

"What was that?" Tony said slowly. Hiccup blinked up at him a bit.

"Wha' dads do?" the Viking yawned.

"Uh, leave. Y'know. Go away, not come back." _Of course he knows what that means._

"Oh. My dad used to do that. Then Toothless killed him."

Well, wasn't _that _just a lovely revalation. Having imparted his information, Hiccup drifted off again.

"He hit his head," Tony explained awkwardly. "probably shouldn't be letting him sleep, but what're you gonna do?"

"Wake him up?" the kid suggested.

"Yeah, yeah, smartass. You could try that, but who's to say he won't kill you accidentally with his ninja-Viking skills?" Tony argued. Harley shrugged, looking up at him with a ridiculous, puppy-eyed expression. "What're you looking at me like that for? Ugh, fine. Fine. I'll wake him up. But if he kills me, I'll kill you."

Tony shook Hiccup's shoulder. Disappointingly, the Viking didn't have any ninja skills to attack Tony with. Instead, he jerked upwards, flailed hilariously, then slipped right off the sofa.

"See, ninja skills." Tony grinned. "Seriously though, you okay?"

Hiccup shook his head a bit. "Uh, yeah. What's going on... and who's your new friend?"

"Oh, this guy?" Tony jerked his head back in Harley's direction. "He's the guy who's gonna be helping us. So, Mr Helper, I'm gonna need a laptop, a digital watch, a cell phone, the pneumatic actuator from your big bazooka over there, a map of town, a big spring, and a tuna sandwich."

"Why should I help you?" Harley asked uncertainly.

"Hey, who's your bully?" Tony asked. From the way the kid's expression turned from doubt to suspicion, he knew he was onto a winner. "They pick on you at school?"

"How'd you know that?"

_Kid, you're either a bully or the bullied. It's not hard to tell the difference here. _"Here." Instead of answering, Tony grabbed a piece of the Iron Man armour and tossed it over to Harley. He caught it, fumbling for a second to secure his grip. "Use this on them. It's a... well, it's non-lethal. Probably. On adults. They won't be bullying you anymore, though!" he finished brightly.

The kid turned the red-painted metal over in his hands thoughtfully. A grin spread over his face, and he nodded.

"That's great!" Tony returned the smile. "Now, you know what I'm thinking?"

The kid shook his head expectantly.

"Where's my sandwich?"

* * *

><p>Five minutes later, Tony was taking the last few bites of his sandwich. Hiccup had one of his own, but it had remained mainly untouched. He wasn't a fan of whatever the weird filling was, and he felt a bit sick at the moment, anyway.<p>

_"What's the plan?" _Hiccup asked. Might as well get a bearing - now that he was awake, he was doubtlessly going to be dragged into another disaster. _Why do I have such amazing luck?_

_"Well, this was the place of that first explosion. Junior here - yeah, I'm calling you Junior now. Consider it an honour, or suck it or whatever - where was I? Yeah, Junior's gonna take us there. He knows the place, apparently." _Tony rattled off, waving the last bit of sandwich in the air as he spoke. At the end of the sentence, he popped the bread into his mouth.

It sounded fun. The kind of high-likelihood-of-someone-getting-injured fun that was pretty much the norm in his life. _Oh well, _he pushed himself up off the sofa, setting the sandwich down beside him. "Shall - whoops, uh - _shall we get going then?"_

_"Yep." _Tony popped the 'p', dusting the crumbs off his hands. _"So, Junior?"_

* * *

><p>The bomb site was practically untouched, not quite cordoned off but certainly deliberately arranged. The flickering of the small candles surrounding the walls was the only light provided to illuminate the shadows on what remained of the walls.<p>

Not at all depressing, oh no. Tony sat on the outskirts of the shrine, and his two younger companions followed suit.

"So, there were five people in the house?" he asked, after a quick shadow count.

"Six." Harley corrected. "Including the guy with the bomb."

Well, that just didn't make sense. Tony voiced the sentiment. "I mean, why doesn't Chad Davis get a shadow?" It was possible that it was just on a bit of wall that had collapsed in the explosion, but...

"People say it's 'cause he didn't go to heaven." Harley supplied. "'Cause he killed them all, he went to hell."

"You believe that?" _Dear god don't let me be working with an idiot._

The kid just shrugged. "'S what people say." he said simply.

"Well, doesn't mean it makes sense." Hiccup supplied. "The shadows, aren't they caused 'cause the bodies shielded the wall from the heat of the explosion? In which case, he should have had a shadow, even if he was really close to the bomb. The room's small enough that he'd be close to the wall anyway."

Tony nodded approvingly. "Right. So, if he _should've _left a shadow, why didn't he?" By now, it was looking like there was an answer. A quite obvious and logical one to think of, which didn't necessarily mean it should be possible, or that it made any sense. "Y'see, there's only one other thing here that didn't leave a shadow. And that's the bomb."

"That doesn't make any sense." Harley dismissed. Whether it was denial, or he really thought that the idea being proposed was a stupid one, Tony wasn't sure. "You're saying that the guy was the bomb. That isn't possible... right?"

"It probably shouldn't be," Hiccup said tiredly, "but by now, I wouldn't really be surprised. Impossible isn't really a thing that tends to hold people back."

They lapsed back into silence after that, watching the light dance on the wall. Tony felt his eyes start to droop, exhaustion taking hold again. Hiccup's bobbing head indicated that he was felling much the same.

"Y'know what this reminds me of?" Harley said suddenly. Tony shook his head, indicating for him to continue. Hiccup didn't respond, and a light, questioning prod from Tony revealed that he'd drifted off again. "That wormhole, in New York."

Tony stiffened, exhaling sharply. He hadn't really had the time to think about his casual trip to space, but he was getting the feeling that that was a good thing. "I think you should shut up now." he said, deliberately casual.

"Does it remind you?" The kid kept on prodding. Tony shook his head tersely.

"I don't want to talk about it."

"Are those aliens coming back?"

"Maybe." Tony's breath was getting shorter. Stupid kid had to bring it up; now it was all he could think about. "Can you stop now?" He shivered involuntarily, the sharp night's air not helping him bring his racing mind back to the present.

"Are you okay?"

"Yes." _Fuck. _"No. Just - I just need a moment." Thankfully, Harley finally took the hint and left Tony to breathe. Slowly, he regained his senses, bringing himself out of the wormhole, away from the battle, the missiles and the might-be-dying breaths. "Right." he said, opening his eyes again. Everything was in pretty much the same position, except Hiccup was even more slumped over now.

"Should we wake him up?" Harley asked, glancing over at Hiccup. Tony nodded, and the kid reached out a hand to shake the Viking awake.

There was no need to, as Hiccup sat up abruptly before Harley could touch him. He let out a strangled cry as he jolted forwards, something in Norse that Tony had come to recognise as the sound of the Night Fury's name.

Tony allowed Hiccup a few seconds to catch his breath - he'd needed the same a few seconds previously - before he turned back to the kid.

"So, this bomb-guy. Any relatives?"

"Uh... his mom." Harley supplied awkwardly, and it occurred to Tony that he was probably freaked out by everyone's panicking. Well, tough to be him; Tony was freaked out, too.

"Mrs Davis? Where's she?"

Harley pointed down the road. Tony followed his finger to find one of the bars on the main street. "Where she usually is."

"See, now you're being useful." Tony grinned, standing up and offering out a hand to help Hiccup do the same.

_Time to get some answers._

* * *

><p>They left Harley outside the bar. Mainly, it was too dangerous for a kid to be in there. Hiccup had no idea how old the boy was, but Tony seemed to have an inkling, or perhaps an actual figure, and Hiccup trusted his judgement.<p>

Honestly, he wished he was sat outside with the kid. Sure, it was freezing, and the bar provided much more warmth than even the shed they'd found, but it was buzzing with activity, and Hiccup really wasn't up for a lot of social interaction.

_"Do you see her?"_ he was barely up for speaking English. If JARVIS was still functioning as a translator, he would've given up on the language ages ago.

_"Yep."_ Tony gave a subtle nod over to the corner of the room. _"__We'll be in and out in no time."_ he assured, realising that Hiccup was barely awake. _"__Ten minutes, tops."_

Hiccup shrugged, not protesting as they made their way over to the table. Tony started saying something that he couldn't concentrate on enough to translate, but it appeared to be directed at the woman, so he wasn't too bothered.

He let his mind wander even further as Tony continued talking. It appeared that the woman was expecting someone, and Tony was managing to convince her that he was the one she was waiting for. _Good for him, _he thought, forcing himself not to blink as his vision started blurring again; there'd be time for sleep when he _wasn't _about to give up Tony's ruse.

Tony's acting skills were paying off; the woman slid an envelope across the desk. It looked official, and Tony checked the contents quickly before nodding to the woman.

Across the bar, another woman had just entered. Despite his overall confusion and lack of coherent thought, Hiccup was pretty sure that she was bad news. It wasn't just the dangerous glint in her eyes - he'd seen it enough in people to recognise it straight away, now - but the fact that her eyes had immediately settled on Tony and Mrs Davis. And she didn't look pleased.

"Tony..." Hiccup nudged he billionaire, but he was too busy talking to the woman. _"Tony." _he tried again, receiving the same result.

Now that he was actively speaking in English, though, he was translating the conversation a bit easier. Tony was talking about the files, and Mrs Davis had just snatched them back up. _"There's a woman -"_

The warning came to late, as the woman - Hiccup was sure she hadn't been that close before; how had she moved so fast? - grabbed Tony's wrists, dragging him in a downwards spiral down to the table and clinking metal restraints onto his hands as she did. _Handcuffs, _Hiccup recognised.

Tony grabbed the dog tags - when had they appeared? - from the table and shoved them into his pocket.

Another man was approaching now, without the level of caution that Hiccup thought should really be being exercised.

_"Hey, what the hell's all this about?" _he asked. It was a question Hiccup quite wanted to know the answer to, too. The woman dropped Tony on the floor and stood up straighter.

_"It's called an arrest." _she said coolly. _"Sheriff, right?"_

The man nodded. _"And who're you?"_

_"Homeland security." _The woman flashed a badge, and the man nodded slightly at it. _"So, we okay here?"_

The sheriff laughed, and Hiccup tuned out of their conversation again to check on Tony. He was making violent head jerks towards Mrs Davis, who could apparently understand what he meant, because she took the folder from the table and tossed it casually under the nearest table. A bit of an odd thing to do for someone who she'd just met and had no reason to trust, and Hiccup found himself wishing that he'd listened to their conversation a bit more.

Tony wasn't paying attention to that anymore. Hiccup followed his gaze to see... the fake badge - it had to be fake, she couldn't actually be any kind of authority figure - was glowing. It was a glow that Hiccup recognised. One of heat. But where was that heat coming from, and why wasn't the woman reacting?

Unless _she _was the source of the heat...

Her conversation with the sheriff came to an abrupt end when she shoved the badge in his face. Someone screamed, but it did nothing to help the man. A glowing hand punched into his stomach, and he sank to the floor.

Before Hiccup had time to register that information Tony was running, grabbing Hiccup to get him to follow. He felt the adrenaline kicking in and giving him the strength to keep up, mind reeling and struggling to keep up as his instincts took over.

The woman was chasing them now, and she had a gun. Hiccup was starting to catch up mentally on the situation - and when had they managed to get into a building?

They were being shot at, but thankfully they'd managed to duck under a counter to escape the hail of bullets. They struck glass instead, sending shards raining down on Tony and Hiccup - but apparently they were already covered in glass, and Hiccup was starting to understand how they'd gained access to the building.

_"Get out." _Tony whispered to Hiccup. _"I have a plan," _he continued, not allowing room for protest, _"well, a bit of a plan, and it involves explosions, so you need to -"_

His rushed explanation was cut off as the woman grabbed him, glowing hands touching his face. Hiccup scrambled back as the two tousled, cutting his hands on the glass pieces as he threw himself backwards into a storeroom of sorts.

A burst of flame erupted in the other room, and Tony rushed through the doorway and over to Hiccup. _"Get out!" _he said again, dashing around the room and setting up his plan. The woman walked through the wall of fire like it was nothing, taunting Tony with words Hiccup was once again struggling to understand.

Tony responded, jerking Hiccup upwards and out into the street and leaving the woman behind.

"What..." Hiccup fell back down as Tony let go of him. The billionaire was shielding himself behind a door of some sorts.

The explosion - looks like Tony's plan was a good one - hit as Hiccup ducked onto the floor, sending out a pulse of heat and blowing Hiccup backwards.

It was unfair, Hiccup decided, that he had to be knocked away by an explosion again. Then he hit the ground, and he wasn't thinking much of anything.

* * *

><p>Pepper wasn't really sure what was going on. First she'd been calming a downed dragon, then Maya was talking about taking them to a safe place, and now she was in a hotel room.<p>

The only problem in the scenario, really, if one avoided the obvious dead/missing boyfriend issue, was that she was currently being pinned to the wall.

Well, it was a consolation to know that her ability to sense creeps hadn't been impaired any.

"Run!" she shouted, and she wasn't sure whether she was telling Maya or the dragon. "It's -"

"Hey Pepper." Aldrich said casually, turning to Maya, who hadn't run, had only walked - she looked calm, but Pepper couldn't really see through the choke hold she was in - towards her boss. It was hard to hear anything, but Pepper could tell that Maya was talking now, locked in conversation with a murderer.

"-need Stark," Pepper heard Maya say. She stained her ears for the end of the sentence, "he just lacked a decent incentive." Maya didn't really sound like she was bargaining for her life. In fact, she seemed to be gesturing to Pepper as she said incentive...

_Oh._

Toothless had clearly come to the same conclusion - dragons were, surprisingly, capable of intelligent thought - and was shifting a suspicious gaze between the intruder and Maya. He was growling quietly, teeth bared.

"- and now we _have _leverage." Maya had continued speaking as Pepper was distracted, and she'd just settled it. She was a traitor. Well, technically, she _wasn't _a traitor, but that made her a traitor. It was all very confusing, and Pepper found herself wishing - certainly not for the first time, and probably not for the last - that Tony had never been kidnapped, had never had his revelations and become a superhero. But that would change what she loved about him, and she wouldn't trade that for the world. Not really.

_"Run, _Toothless!" she yelled, not feeling as embarrassed as she perhaps should have for someone who was shouting at a dragon. For his part, Toothless understood her, or at least the desperation in her tone. He darted quite easily past Maya, but was stopped quite abruptly by Aldrich's free hand, which was glowing.

"You'll cooperate, if you know what's good for you." Aldrich said smoothly. Apparently, he had no inhibitions about talking to dragons. "Anything you do can only hurt Pepper here."

Toothless growled uselessly, looking between Pepper and Aldrich for a moment before deciding to comply.

"Good dragon." Aldrich gave a sickly smile. "Now, let's get going."

* * *

><p>Nick Fury wasn't one to be kind, or considerate, or even facilitating. Not unless he deemed it absolutely necessary. Clint knew this from many years under his watchful eye, and yet the fact was being destroyed right in front of him.<p>

There wasn't any reason to believe that the team needed to be treated gently, yet Fury's sarcastic remarks had been at a minimum all day, and he hadn't given the nit-picking criticisms during the debriefing.

Natasha, Clint could tell, shared his sentiment in being confused. Concerned, even, though the change it made in her expression was minimal.

Right now, Fury was nattering on about facts, numbers of robots they'd faced and what could be assumed about the fights that would follow - because they _would _follow - and Clint was thoroughly sick of it. He was half tempted to just cut him off by ending the video call they were currently sharing, but he was pretty sure that that'd put a rather swift end to the streak of niceness.

"Are you going to tell us why we're all suddenly made of glass, or are we supposed to guess?" he asked lightly. Fury looked up abruptly, but his expression stayed exactly the same. So, he was pretty shocked.

"You don't know?" he asked, in a strangely serious tone, like he was working something out. His head tilted almost unperceptively; something was starting to make sense.

"Evidently," It was Steve who continued talking, "or we wouldn't be asking."

"So, you still," Fury paused slightly, calculating the best way to give his information. But _what _was he about to tell them? "aren't aware of the events at Malibu?"

"No." Astrid spoke for the Vikings, who recognised the tone and the location. Hiccup and Tony were there, and something bad had happened. "What happened?"

Fury didn't respond. Instead, he pulled up a screen - courtesy of Stark Industries - and tapped something into the keyboard. A few seconds later, articles and videos popped up in the masses. Fury selected the top result, a video, and left it to play.

The scene he presented to them was one of utter chaos. A house sliding into the ocean while under fire from missile-toting helicopters wasn't something one saw everyday, even in a place like SHIELD. What disturbed Clint, though, was the occasional flashes of red and gold visible in the building. He sent a quick glance over to Natasha, which confirmed what he already knew.

The house on the screen was Stark's mansion.

_"Wait, so - that's where Hiccup was, right?" _Snotlout confirmed, just starting to catch on. _"But, that means that he's -"_

Fury nodded grimly just as Astrid cut in with a "No, he's not."

"I don't think he could survive that." Fishlegs said doubtfully. _"I mean, look at all the fire. That entire building collapsed in on itself."_

"Don't forget that he has Toothless." Astrid persisted.

"_Had _Toothless." Fury corrected. _Oh no - _was the dragon dead too? "He managed to escape. If Hiccup _is _still alive, he doesn't have a dragon with him." With a click, the call ended.

Astrid pondered that for a second. The Vikings behind her shifted uncomfortably, none of them quite sure what to make of the situation.

Eventually: "He's not dead." Astrid said decisively.

"How'd you know?" Clint couldn't help himself ask. Natasha gave him a sharp look - _'don't say that' - _to which he responded by raising his hands in mock surrender - _'what? It's a perfectly valid question.'_

"He..." Astrid trailed off. _"He's -" _she had, apparently, decided that whatever she wanted to say was better said in Norse, _"I know he'll be fine. Even if he isn't with Toothless. _Because _he isn't with Toothless. He doesn't know if Toothless is safe or not, and I know that he won't stop until he knows that Toothless is safe."_

Clint tilted his head to the side in a slight shrug. "So, if he isn't dead, when do we start looking for him?"

"The question is where." Eret piped up. "After all, I'm pretty sure we're all in agreement to start right now."

"I'll see what I can dig up from JARIVS," Bruce offered, "and someone can let Fury know we're taking a holiday, in the meantime."

* * *

><p><strong>So, to reiterate, feedback please! Even just a couple of words could help a lot.<strong>


	9. Why Don't You Build Something?

**A/n: I'm back! Yeah! Still alive and writing, after an absence of more than two weeks...  
>Sorry about that one, by the way. Real life shenanigans were being a big distraction and demotivator.<br>But I've written this, and the situation's (mostly) sorted out, so hopefully you'll see an increase in updates. We'll see.  
>I'd like to say that this is an extra long, extra amazing chapter to make up for the lack of updates, but alas, it's probably going to be a bit rubbish cause I haven't looked over it. I'm just throwing it at you as soon as possible, really.<br>Anyway, won't keep you waiting any longer. On with the show!**

* * *

><p>This was not a good time for sleeping, but <em>some asshole - <em>Tony paused his inner monologue to glare accusingly in Hiccup's direction - had decided to take a nap anyway.

Okay, so it wasn't as much a nap as it was being knocked out, but Tony still considered it highly thoughtless and a bit selfish. Now he had to take out the other bad guy he'd seen on the street, keep Hiccup safe _and _stop the kid from getting hurt.

Though, given the dazed state the Viking had been in prior to his early bedtime, Tony figured that he probably wouldn't have been much help anyway.

The hissing of melting metal wrenched Tony from his thoughts, bringing him back to the present with a lovely reminder that he still had to take action: the man who was responsible for Happy's hospitalisation was running a glowing red hand up and down a nearby water tank.

The support was glowing the same fiery amber now, and Tony knew what was coming next. _Why do those things have to be built on stilts? _he complained inwardly, grabbing Hiccup up into an awkward grasp - that metal leg made even the scrawny Viking rather heavy - and breaking into a run.

The other man must've noticed him, because Tony heard the metal twist down, then the tell-tale creaking sound that preempted gravity taking control.

The water tank fell with a crash, and the thin lining wasn't enough to keep it from bursting open upon impact with the ground. Tony clung onto a nearby fence for dear life, desperately hoping that the wave crashed over him before he'd need to take a breath.

The fence fell, and something else replaced it to hold Tony in place - he was trapped under it, he could tell; his left foot couldn't move anymore. At least now the worst of the wave had passed, and his head was easily held above the water. Hiccup was still next to him, less limp now and spluttering back into awareness.

Well, it was one way of waking him up.

Tony gave his leg an experimental jerk, wincing in discomfort as pain flared through it. He continued his tugging efforts, more forcefully this time, when the man came back into view, quietly smug as ever and... holding something - no, some_one - _in a rather tight grip.

Tony wasn't sure whether to be scared or relieved that it was Harley. It wasn't good that the boy was in the situation, but at least it was somebody who trusted Tony. He could use that to save them both.

"Mr Stark..." Harley said, still writhing in the man's firm grip, now positioned on his lap similarly to how one sat on Santa's lap as a child. The boy looked, and sounded, close to tears. "I'm _so _sorry."

Tony's gut wrenched at the apology. "You have _nothing _to apologise for." he said between breaths, not pausing in his escape attempts.

The other man watched the exchange and laughed. He bounced Harley on his knee slightly. "What do you want for Christmas?" he asked mockingly. "I know what I want: that damn file."

He looked over at Tony expectantly. Still struggling against the metal pinning him down, Tony frowned. What could he...

"You remember what I told you about bullies?" Tony asked slowly, looking pointedly at Harley. The boy nodded, and Tony felt he had to give him credit; he was holding up well, considering the situation.

Harley reached for the Bully Buster - okay, so that wasn't what it was actually called, and it was a bit of a rubbish name, but Tony maintained that he was under a bit of pressure, so it was really the best he could come up with - and activated it, close enough to the other man's head that he probably would've been killed were it not for his irritating regenerative ability.

While the man staggered back, face already glowing with the strange healing power, Tony grabbed a nearby piece of metal and used it to lift up the piece of fence, just enough to wriggle his foot out. He took a moment to grab Hiccup, then hefted himself and the Viking up and out of the scrap pile.

The bald man was coming round now, almost fully recovered, and Tony grabbed his repulsor and fired it directly at the man's still-healing face. Not taking the time to make a witty comment, he grabbed Hiccup again and ran, half-dragging half-leading the Viking away from the danger.

* * *

><p>After the initial decision to start up a search for their missing team members, the remaining Avengers and Vikings wasted no time in taking action. Natasha, who revealed herself to be quite the proficient hacker, got to work on worming some information out of JARVIS. There was nothing much else to do, save scour the internet for any sign of a conspiracy theory, for the rest of the group.<p>

"Where's Toothless?"

The room's inhabitants - save for Natasha - turned to stare at Fishlegs.

"He has a point." Clint shrugged, leaning up slightly from the sofa he was currently lounging on. "Fury said he wasn't with Hiccup. So where _is _he?"

"Does Fury know?" Astrid wondered.

"He probably would." Bruce said with a grimace. "SHIELD's good at knowing everything."

"I'll call him." Steve decided, mobile already in hand.

As Steve left the room to have more privacy in his call, Clint flopped back down. "They might not know." he pointed out, head brushing the floor. "How do you even keep track of a dragon?"

_"Bearing in mind that the dragon is flightless, it's probably pretty easy." _Eret reasoned. _"If he could fly, Toothless would be with Hiccup."_

_"So the tailfin was damaged in the attack..." _Astrid put a hand to her mouth contemplatively as she paced the room. _"Does anyone know how to make a replacement?" _She looked searchingly over at Snotlout and Eret, who shrugged.

Bruce perked up at the question. "When he was showing Tony how he made it, Hiccup put the plans up in the lab. It'll still be in the database, so it'll be easy to replicate. Even improve." The scientist stood up, moving for the door. "I'll get started on that. Tell me if anything comes up."

As Bruce approached the door, Steve walked through. The phone was still held in a loose grip by his ear. "Fury gave me a location: they're staying in a hotel near Malibu."

"Gimmie the co-ordinates." Clint said, rolling off the sofa and landing next to an abandoned pad. Steve reeled off the information, and Clint searched it.

"Right, so we're looking for a nice looking place. Bit big, but Fury gave us a room number. Shouldn't take us too long to get there."

Steve nodded. "So, everyone mount their dragons?"

* * *

><p>After retrieving the file seeing Harley off - making sure to throw in just the right mix of sass and assholery - Tony took to the road. He wasn't sure yet where he was going, but he knew that he needed to get as far away from Tennessee as possible - they'd have a harder time finding him, and the kid wouldn't be in as much danger.<p>

Hiccup threw a wrench in that plan quite quickly. It was actually quite slow, the way he sluggishly fought his way back to consciousness after getting soaked, but it wasn't long into the journey before he became aware of his surroundings. He took a moment to gather his thoughts, switched to English - an action which was, thankfully, much easier than the last time - and spoke.

_"Where are we?" _he asked, recognising the interior of a car but unable to see out of the window - it had been dark when he'd last been awake, so either a full day had passed or he'd only been out for a few minutes.

_"Not sure." _If Tony was surprised or relieved to see Hiccup awake, he hid it well. _"Not Tennessee."_

Hiccup nodded slightly, tentatively, and was impressed when the action didn't send a searing pain to his head.

_"Do we have a plan?"_

Tony stiffened. _"No."_

Ah. Well, that was surely a recipe for success.

Hiccup shifted slightly in his seat, noticing, now that he wasn't facing the window, the file on the dashboard. A file that they'd spent quite a bit of effort trying to retrieve, so it was a good thing they'd managed it in the end.

He picked it up, looking over the cover. It was a military file, belonging to the soldier who'd blown up the house. He flipped the page over and started reading.

_"AIM?" _he read aloud, frowning slightly, _"What does that mean?"_

_"It's a company." _Tony supplied tersely, not taking his eyes off the road.

_"Then what's it doing on this guy's file?"_

Tony swerved off to the side jerkily, taking a deep breath before rolling to a smooth stop. _"It's not supposed to be read that way," _he explained, _"it's meant to say missing in... action..."_

Tony was now looking properly at the stamped words. _"It looks like it was stamped on this side..." _he said, for his own benefit, _"but... if that _is _AIM..."_

He shook his head and sat back up. _"It wouldn't make any sense." _Hiccup still wasn't sure whether he was being talked to or not. _"Why would AIM be involved in these... explode-y people?"_

_"I don't know." _Tony admitted. He shook his head. _"How are we even supposed to find out? We can't call SHIELD; they don't exactly have a public complaints number... me and my big mouth ruled out the tower pretty quickly..."_

_"This guy is from the military, right?" _Hiccup thought aloud. _"Okay, so... Pepper won't know anything... do you think she'd be able to find out?"_

_"Military?" _Tony perked up at that, suddenly alert. Hiccup smiled slightly at the thought of something possibly going right for once. _"God I'm so stupid - Rhodey! Hang on a minute..." _he plucked the phone from the dashboard and tapped a few keys.

_"Yes?"_

Hiccup frowned; this was a new voice - were there more Avengers that he just hadn't heard of yet?

_"You ever had a chick straddling you and then suddenly she's glowing from the inside out, kind of a... bright, orange..."_

"What?" Hiccup glanced over at Tony, who was now casually shifting through the military file.

_"Yeah, I've had that. Look, who is this?"_

_Well, isn't that what we all want to know?_

_"It's me pal." _Tony didn't break in his stride for the question. _"What're you doing right now?"_

_"No - who is this?" _Hiccup cut Tony off, _"Sorry, I'm Hiccup, you're..." _He trailed off questioningly, looking over to the phone.

_"Cornel James Rhodes. Tony, who is that?" _the man on the other end of the phone asked.

_"Gosh guys, you're ruining this conversation." _Tony moaned petulantly, but still answered: _"Hiccup is this Viking guy from through the portal. He's been living in the tower with his dragon buddies while we figure out how to send him back. Rhodey is an old friend - military guy - who's gonna help us get our info on AIM."_

_"No, who is he really?" _'Rhodey' asked laughingly.

_"He was telling the truth." _Hiccup deadpanned. _"Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, Chief of the Hairy Hooligan Tribe, at your service. Now, what's this about AIM?"_

For his lack of acceptance previously, Rhodey warmed up to the Viking idea with only a fait snigger at hearing Hiccup's full title. _"AIM? They're the guys that did the big 'Iron Patriot' redesign."_

Tony's eyes widened at that, while Hiccup squinted - another thing he didn't know. _"Iron Patriot?"_

_"Suit name, I guess." _Tony supplied. _"Originally called War Machine - which is a much cooler name - apparently Killian's been messing with more than just people."_

_"So I'm not the only one you made a suit for?" _Hiccup whiled jokingly. _"And here I thought I was special."_

Before Tony could respond, with what Hiccup could only assume was going to be an equally jokey comeback, Rhodey brought the conversation back on track. _"I'm actually a bit busy right now, making friends in Pakistan. Wha'd'you want?"_

_"I'm gonna need your login." _Tony said, scrunching the file up and tossing it behind him.

_"Same as it always is: war machine 68."_

_"And password please."_

_"Well look, I gotta change it every time you hack in..." _Rhodey started, then sighed. _"Alright... war machine rocks, with an x, all caps."_

At that, Hiccup let out a choked laugh. _War machine rox? _he continued laughing mentally while Tony recomposed himself. Oddly enough, the sound of laughter was also coming through from the phone. Had Rhodey been being serious when he'd talked about making friends? The click of what Hiccup had come to recognise as a gun quickly shut off the laughter from the other end.

_Interesting way to make friends..._

_"Yeah... laugh it up..." _Rhodey said irritably. _"So, is that all you need, or..."_

_"Yeah. I'll leave you to your friends then." _Tony grinned as he tapped out of the call. _"Right," _he turned to Hiccup, _"we need to get to an internet connection."_

Tony took a stronger grip on the wheel before yanking it sideways, slamming Hiccup unexpectedly into the car window sa he drifted around and continued driving in the direction he'd just come from.

* * *

><p>Getting into the air took a bit longer than expected. Firstly, they had to recreate the tailfin. With modern technology, it didn't actually take very long, but they'd had to re-recreate it and re-recreate it, since <em>someone - <em>Astrid sent an accusatory glance over at Bruce as she thought - had been stupid enough to give them to the twins.

Once out of the tower, the dragons and riders had headed up into the clouds. Apparently, dragons weren't very common in New York, so they had to be kept out of sight. Clint used something he called a 'sat nav, but actually good' - Astrid doubted that that was the actual name - to direct them. It was quite an amusing contraption; it sprouted out instructions in a voice Natasha and Clint took turns in imitating - "take the next right over the cliff", "you have reached your destination. _But I'm in a field! _You have _reached your destination."_

"Are we nearly there yet?" Snotlout asked. Astrid shook her head; it was the fifth time he'd asked that in as many minutes, and the answer was still a resounding "no" from the rest of the group.

"You sure we aren't?" Ruffnut asked, pointing downwards. "Looks like we're in a place."

_How specific. _Astrid looked down despite her eye roll, and was surprised to see that Ruffnut was _right._ Not that it was exactly hard, given the vagueness of her statement, but from someone who was well known for their stupidity - and the pride they had in their lack of conventional intellect - it was rare that a comment that actually made sense would ever arise.

"Is this the right place?" Astrid asked, looking over to a dumbfounded Clint and Natasha for confirmation.

"Yes..." Clint frowned, "but this thing says it should take another hour at least..."

"Well, when you compare it to how wrong these things usually are..." Natasha shrugged. She turned to face the rest of the group. "Right. We have to get down there without anyone noticing. On dragons, that's gonna be a problem. Anyone got any stealth stuff we can use?"

"Not really." Astrid admitted, looking over at the others. "Toothless and Hiccup always go on the stealth missions, and even then they always go at night." She smiled slightly as she remembered one of their stealth training exercises - it had been held in the middle of the day, so Hiccup had been useless at it.

"Right. Well, we should probably send just one dragon down there, and the rest of us can stay put." Steve suggested, squinting down. "We'll need a Viking to get the tailfin on Toothless - anyone who knows how to do that?" Eret held up a hand to volunteer, and Steve nodded. "Good. An Avenger should go down for Pepper -"

"Me." Natasha nodded. "I know her from a previous mission."

"Okay, so Natasha and Eret can go down on... which is the fastest?"

"That'd be Stormfly." Astrid stood up on the dragon's back and beckoned Eret over. "I'll be on Skullcrusher for the time being then?"

Eret nodded. Astrid stood up jumping off Stormfly to be caught by Skullcrusher a few feet into her descent. Eret rolled off his dragon's back to land neatly on Stormfly, who was already making her way down.

_'Remember to stay hidden!' _Astrid advised as her dragon disappeared through the cloud layer.

* * *

><p>"It's just gonna take a few minutes," Tony explained, "you might as well stay here and -"<p>

"And let you have all the fun?" Hiccup deadpanned, staring at Tony. "Nah, I think I'll go with you. I can keep watch, right?"

"Oh, yeah, and people aren't gonna question the totally-not-suspicious-in-any-way one-legged guy just casually hanging around outside the van, are they?" Tony muttered, but didn't stop Hiccup from following. "Don't actually keep watch," he advised as they approached the TV crew, "you might as well come in with me."

Hiccup nodded, and shut the doors behind Tony as they oh-so-stealthily entered the van. It was a typical camera van, with various screens depicting the event being televised - some sort of pageant, apparently - and a laptop in the far - not exactly _far; _the van itself couldn't have been more than a few metres across - corner.

"Okay, this should only take a bit." Tony repeated, glancing back to the door before he sat in front of the laptop.

"I think someone's -" Hiccup started saying, and Tony looked up from the laptop - it didn't have a good enough internet connection; it was lucky that Hiccup was there, after all - just in time to watch the door open and a man come into view.

"Yeah, I'm just putting some stuff back in the van, then I'm -" The man was sturdier than both Tony and Hiccup - not that Tony was really surprised by that - and sported a beard. Tony could see the similarities between it and his own - maybe he had a chance -

"Mom, I'm gonna have to call you back." And, just _great, _he'd spotted them. The man turned his phone off, holding it in a tight grasp as he gaped over at Tony. "Tony Stark is in my van."

Well, maybe he _would _be able to use it to his advantage. "Yep, that's me." he said quietly, trying to shush the overexcited man with calming hand actions. "Now, shut up - come in, shut the door."

"Tony Stark." the man repeated. "In my van."

"Yep, we get that now." Tony rolled his eyes. "Right, okay..."

"I'm Gary." the man - Gary - introduced before Tony could think of anything to say - "I knew you weren't dead," he continue, surprisingly conversationally, "wow. Are you here on a mission?"

Finally, something he could capitalise on. "Yep." Toy agreed quickly. "Me and my friend here, Hiccup." At this, Hiccup gave an awkward wave, "And we need your help."

Gary took in a deep breath. "Wow." he said, staring at Hiccup now. "Wow." _Can he even say anything else? _"I am _freaking. Out. _And, I don't wanna make things awkward, you know, but... I have styled my _entire look _on you. I'm a big fan."

"I can tell..." Hiccup muttered. He went unnoticed - or ignored, perhaps - by Gary.

"I... the beard," Gary gestured to his face - _knew it - _and moved his free hand up to his hat, "the rest of my hair too, but it's not styled - no gel -"

"Okay," Tony cut the man off before they could end up on another tangent, "I need you to -"

"And, look, I've got this tattoo!

_Oh, god. _Gary rolled his sleeve up to reveal a rather shoddy tattoo of Tony's face, which Hiccup started sniggering at. Tony shot him a look - _shut up._

"It's you!" Gary revealed gleefully - _as if I didn't know that already - _and started to poke at it. "It's not perfect - it's actually based off a doll I made, so..."

_And, we're stopping there. _"Okay." Tony said, forcefully enough this time for Gary to actually listen. "I'm on a mission here, top secret, and I need your help." Gary nodded, hooked on his every syllable, "I need you to go on top of your van here, increase the connection. Think you can do that?"

Gary nodded, then dashed out of the van. The two remaining men stood awkwardly for a second, then:

"Wow. And I thought _my _fans were bad..." Hiccup said, diffusing the tension. Tony nodded, uttered a sarcastic comment and returned to work.

It didn't take long, with the username and password already available, to 'hack in' to Rhodey's account - Tony made a mental note to chastise his friend for using such dated terminology once this whole thing blew over. After that, it was a simple matter of hacking into AIM's main server and having a good snoop. A lot of videos were immediately available, and Tony pulled them up while beckoning Hiccup over.

"What?" the Viking asked as the video started, with Killian - Tony _so _knew that he was bad news, and would be letting Pepper know that in immense detail later - talking about one of his projects, explaining something to the soldier that had died. "Hey, that's..."

"Yep." Tony nodded, pulling up another video. Killian was still talking about his invention, this time to the woman he'd fought. Only... she had a missing arm, here. The video continued to reveal a multitude of test subjects being injected with something that was causing them obvious pain, and making them glow with the same strange orange that they'd seen previously. As one of the men started to be overcome by the 'extremis', and exploded as a result, Tony decided that he'd seen enough.

"Okay, I'm just gonna set up something here so that we can get a location, and then we'll get going..."

Tony continued typing away without waiting for Hiccup's response to the information. The van shook slightly as Gary climbed down from on top of it, then the doors opened quite forcefully.

"Was that enough?" Gary asked, shutting the doors behind him with as much vigour as he'd done everything else, "I jiggled around with it just like you said, and I think it might've worked... um, Tony - Mr Stark?"

Tony hummed, wrapped up in coding and equations.

"I don't think your hiccupping friend's doing too good."

Tony hit one last button, sending JARVIS the information he'd need - the AI could take it from there - and turned to face Hiccup. Gary was right; he looked pale, stunned.

"Hey, you okay?" Tony flinched at his weak question - of course he wasn't okay.

"I... they just let him blow up," Hiccup said, hand moving to cover mouth, "didn't even care, just..." he shook his head. "I'm fine. Seen worse. Just a bit of a shock."

Tony held back his planned remark - which probably would've only served to make things worse - to let Hiccup know that he probably _wasn't _fine, and actually looked quite a bit like he was about to throw up, and instead went with "okay. Well, I'm done here, so we're going."

Without allowing Gary time to formulate a response, Tony marched over to Hiccup - because he didn't believe the young Viking's claims of being 'fine' - slid and arm around him and left the van.

* * *

><p>Rhodey was bored. He'd had plenty of time to dwell on this fact, flying over the barren land between each potential terrorist hideout. None of them had been genuine - obviously; he was still out there looking - and he was starting to think that, perhaps, the Mandarin just wasn't out there. Where he would be otherwise, Rhodey wasn't sure, but after busting into the twentieth dusty workshop and 'liberating' another group of women, he was starting to wonder.<p>

"Yes, you're free." he said tonelessly as the women filed past, all brushing his armour as they bustled along. "Not sure what from, but - ah!"

A sharp heat suddenly hit his side, as one of the women pushed into him forcefully. Before he could quite work out how what had just happened had happened, he was on his side, warning signs flashing around him unhelpfully as he groaned in pan and tried to get up.

The woman lifted her hijab and glared down at Rhodey, who was busily trying to work out what an American was doing in a workshop in Pakistan.

"I've got him." she spoke into a communicator of sorts, "I'll be bringing the suit to you."

"If you want this suit," Rhodey said with an effort, "you'll need to pry it from my cold, dead body."

"Well, Mr Rhodes, that's what we intend to do."

* * *

><p><em>"Have you found them yet?"<em>

Eret flinched as Steve's question came through.

"Not exactly..." he said slowly, still trying to take in the scene.

_"Not exactly? Try not at all."_

Natasha was right; they had checked, and this was definitely the correct room, but it was empty. Well, empty excepting the dead body on the floor of a yet-to-be-discovered hotel employee. There was no sign of a struggle, which was odd and very concerning, but it was obvious that Pepper had not left the room of her own free will. Her bag was still on the floor, room keys left on the table.

"Err... yeah." Eret suddenly wished that he'd let Astrid go down; she knew how to fit the prosthetic - not that it would've been helpful - and she was better than he was at dealing with the kind of situation he'd walked into. At least he had Natasha with him, he mused as the spy walked into the middle of the room and started checking it over with a scrutinising gaze. "Looks like they've been kidnapped, actually."

_"Kidnapped?" _Steve asked, voice showing concern. Eret laughed nervously.

"Uh, yeah. Looks like it. But hey, we can find her, right?" he asked, trying to keep up some semblance of confidence - he was getting increasingly worse at that since he'd started living on Berk, and he wasn't sure whether it was a good thing or not.

"It was that Mandarin guy everyone's been going on about, wasn't it?" Snotlout asked over the comm.

"Probably, yeah." Eret agreed. The fruit-themed terrorist had released several videos that had come up in Clint's research.

"So we just need to find out where he lives and then blast him over the edge of the world!" Tuffnut and Ruffnut enthused.

_"I'll get on that." _Clint told them. Eret nodded, despite not being in the others' view. _"You two just find what evidence you can then get back up here."_

* * *

><p>Hiccup glanced uncomfortably over at Tony as the car started rolling again. He really <em>was<em> fine - seeing the explosion, and the blasé way Killian let it happen, it just made him uncomfortable. Reminded him of people he'd rather forget. He chanced a glance over at Tony, whose eyes were glued to the road. It hadn't helped that Hiccup hadn't really properly recovered from the beating he'd taken - yes, he wasn't falling asleep everywhere anymore, but that didn't mean that he wasn't sore as hell. He was going to have to go and see a healer when the terrorists were beaten. Tony would too, he realised, noticing the cuts and bruises lining the genius's face.

_"I really am fine." _Hiccup offered by way of an awkward conversation starter.

_"No you're not." _Tony denied. _"You're literally still bleeding." _Was he really? Hiccup was shocked to realise that, yes, there was actually fresh blood appearing from some of the cuts on his face.

_"So are you." _Hiccup countered, not exactly sure whether or not he was actually being truthful.

_"Even if I was, I -"_

The phone rang, cutting off the conversation. Tony and Hiccup glanced at each other, before Tony reached out and accepted the call.

_"Hey Harley, what you got?" _Tony pressed a button on the phone, and Harley's voice started ringing out halfway through his sentence.

_"JARVIS is up and running again, like you said." _Hiccup glanced at Tony, who shook his head: 'I'll explain later.'

_"JARVIS? Put him on."_

There was a rustle, presumably Harley moving the phone closer to JARVIS's speakers. _"Hello sir."_

_"Hey J." _Tony laughed weakly. _"How're you doing?"_

_"I'll be doing well for a stretch," _JARVIS said. _"but sometimes I end sentences with the wrong cranberry."_

Hiccup stifled a laugh at the malfunction, and Tony shot a glare at him - 'my machine's broken; this is serious' - before speaking. _"Take all the time you need, J. But, d'you think you could tell us where the Mandarin base is?"_

Hiccup resisted the urge to say "in the fruit aisle"; he didn't think the situation really called for it, no matter how much he'd enjoy both making a pun and showing off his knowledge of society.

_"Certainly. The Mandarin base is in Miami."_

_"Uh, think you got that sentence a bit mixed up there, J. Hey kid, could ya read it off the screen for me?"_

_"JARVIS is right, Mr Stark."_ Harley's voice caused Tony to frown - Hiccup wasn't really sure why; he didn't know where Miami was. _"It says it's in Miami, Florida."_

_"Oh."_ Tony said. He slid a hand down his face, not giving a follow-up statement.

_"Is that bad?" _Hiccup asked tentatively.

_"What? No - guess not..." _Tony said, though he didn't look any less concerned. _"It's just surprising; Miami is in America. I'd expect that kinda terrorist thing to be a bit further afield."_

_"Ah." _Hiccup nodded. _"Well, makes things easier, doesn't it?" _he asked, not sure whether it actually would. _"Won't take as long to get there."_

Tony shrugged, then nodded. _"Yep. Real convenient, if a bit strange."_

_"So, we're breaking into it now?" _Hiccup asked.

Tony nodded again. _"Hey, kid, what's the suit's progress?"_

_"With charging?" _Harley checked, and Tony made a grunt of confirmation. _"It's... not charging."_

Tony took a sharp intake of breath at that, swerving the car sharply to stop by the side of the road.

_"It is, sir." _JARVIS corrected. _"It's just slow. The electricity isn't enough -"_

_"How can it not be enough? It's electricity!" _Tony slammed the car door open and sank out onto the floor outside. Hiccup lingered in his seat, not sure how to react.

_"Mr Stark, are you having an attack again?" _Harley asked, and Hiccup began to wonder what had been going on in that period of time he'd spent constantly dazed. _"But I didn't even mention New York!"_

_"And then you mentioned it, by name, while denying mentioning it..." _Tony was breathing heavily now, head in hands. Hiccup shuffled along the seats until he was half out of the car, back in the brisk night air.

_"Just... breathe." _Hiccup advised in time with Harley. Tony followed the instructions quietly.

_"What do I do now?" _he asked eventually.

_"Well, you said you were a mechanic, didn't you?"_

Hiccup wasn't sure whether he had or not, but Tony nodded. _"Yeah."_

_"Well, build something."_

* * *

><p><strong>And now to answer some of the lovely reviews I've been getting and using to get a bit more writing done:<strong>

**Not sure about Captain America, but there'll be at least one other Marvel movie getting included ;) Thor will be coming back (hint hint wink wink) after IM3 - right now he's supposed to be off sorting out the nine realms and all that pre-Thor 2 nonsense.  
>I'm guessing the Civil War plot is a comics thing, in which case: sorry, I'm one of those movie-only heathens who doesn't know anything outside the MCU.<br>And as for the song, we'll see. I haven't planned anything more complex than a basic outline, so I'm sure I can wheedle it in somewhere!**


	10. Tackling It With Style (Or Lack Thereof)

**A/n: hey guys! Back again, providing you with a really long chapter. And it hasn't even been that long since I put the last one out! Can I get a round of applause?  
>Thought not. Ah well, thanks for the reviews (reviews are love, reviews are life) now take this chapter and read it!<strong>

* * *

><p>Hiccup glared into the phone. He was dressed in baggy pants - the source of his irritation, mostly, since they just <em>wouldn't stay on - <em>and a hoodie, several sizes too big, which was supposed to detract attention from himself as he wandered through the supermarket, trying to find a covert way to keep on the phone with Tony.

_"Seriously, no-one's going to look at you funny just 'cause you're calling someone." _Tony said for what was probably the hundredth time (Hiccup wasn't counting, but nor was he exaggerating; he'd been walking round for a few hours now, and the phrase was repeated in some variation every few minutes).

_"Whatever." _he countered intelligently. _"What else do I need?" Please tell me that's everything..._

_"A bottle of champagne."_

Hiccup looked flatly at the phone. _"No, anything I need for these... weapons?" _he barely remembered to whisper the last word, and had to check around quickly to see if anyone was in the vicinity who might've heard his near slip-up.

_"I _do _need it!" _Tony insisted. _"It's... uh..."_

Hiccup rolled his eyes. _"Yeah, thought not. Right, I'll go pay then, should I?" _He took a confident step forwards, pushing the trolley along with him. _"Uh, where do __I pay?"_

Tony's eye roll was practically audible. _"See, this is why _I _should've been the one to go. Or both of us could've gone - would've taken way less long."_

_"Yes, we should've sent the famous figure who's assumed dead out into a public place when it's not entirely necessary. Great idea - wonder why we didn't do that?"_

Tony sighed. _"Fine. Just go find the till, swipe the card and get back here."_

* * *

><p>After paying for the goods, with relative success, Hiccup returned to the grimy hotel room he and Tony were sharing. The items he'd been sent to purchase lay strewn across the bed, tipped out of the plastic bags they came from in a rather careless manner. It struck Hiccup as odd - Tony usually took utmost care of all his technology - but he didn't comment; all the pieces were to be disposed after use, so it was logical to assume that they'd be less valuable than what he usually made.<p>

Hiccup currently wasn't of any use - he wasn't familiar with any of the items and wasn't really sure what it was that Tony was trying to create, and the billionaire neither had time nor patience to explain it at present - so he had nothing more to do than contemplate useless things. _There must be something I can do..._

Useful for the upcoming break-in... it occurred to Hiccup that he didn't know anything about the hideout yet. Come to think of it, he wasn't sure that Tony did, either.

_"Have you..." _Hiccup frowned, searching for the word - it was one that, JARVIS had explained, wasn't technically the correct verb but was in common use as one anyway - _"googled it? The place we're breaking into."_

Tony laughed. _"Sorry," _he apologised as he calmed down, _"it's just - a _Viking - _saying googled! That's hilarious... Anyway, what were you - oh yeah, that's what this thing's for." _He produced the electronic screen he'd been fiddling with. _"Should be done now. You give that a shot while I mess around with all these new-fangled trinkets, eh gramps?"_

_"Nice to know I'm your replacement Steve." _Hiccup quipped as he accepted the technology, finding the search engine that had driven Tony to hysterics already up for him to tap in the co-ordinates Harley had sent them.

_"Doing a good job at it, too." _Tony grinned, taking a canister and shaking it up. _"So, got anything yet?"_

Hiccup shook his head. _"This isn't exactly your I-can-hack-SHIELD-in-seconds AI we're talking about; even getting internet connection takes a few seconds."_

Tony shuddered at the thought. _"Be glad you didn't come out of that portal in the eighties," _he said with mock sternness, _"otherwise you'd be ringing up for your wi-fi, like a heathen."_

_"What, like, hello internet people, I would like to request information on this potential terrorist hideout?" _Hiccup asked mockingly.

_"Ah, but of course sir." _Tony continued, _"Just a minute. May one be so bold as to ask why you need this information?"_

_"Oh, just trying to save the world from these guys that can heal like nobody's business. Nothing special."_

_"I see. Well, here's your site. Good day, sir."_

Hiccup grinned, then looked back down at the screen. "Holy Thor! _It worked; magic!"_

Tony laughed disbelievingly, dropping the wire he was tugging on to get a better look. _"Huh, what do you know?"_

The page Hiccup had managed to load contained a blurry map image of the compound. Though it was already of below average quality, zooming in to get a 'better' look - by the time the image was close enough to get any details, there was barely anything visible on the screen through the blocky colours that vaguely represented the ground - was an option.

_"So, how're we gonna tackle this?" _Hiccup wondered, squinting at the low-res screen.

_"Same way we tackle everything," _Tony said - Hiccup could feel an inspirational slash witty one liner coming up - _"with style."_

* * *

><p>Quite a few miles away, a different group were completing a similar task.<p>

"You got the location yet?" Clint asked, leaning over Natasha's shoulder as she typed furiously. He knew his way around a computer, sure, but he'd never tried his hand at serious hacking; he had no clue how far along she'd got, no matter how hard he squinted at the text boxes darting round the screen.

"Why don't you go sharpen your arrows, bird brain?"

Clint took that as the 'no' it was intended to be, and wandered off over to a different group without even making the easy comeback he had planned - 'Yeah, they could use a bit of sharpening, couldn't they, itsy-bitsy? I modelled them off your wit, you see.' - which was nothing less than a strike of genius. Truly, not even a thousand scholars given a thousand years could come up with anything to match it's amazing -

_"Watch where you're going!" _Clint's gratuitous - and perhaps a bit undeserved - self-congratulation was cut short by a rough shove from an unimpressed Snotlout. _"What're you even doing? I thought you were helping your girlfriend steal that magic map."_

Clint wasn't sure which part of that sentence to address first. Instead, he returned fire with a witty "what're _you _doing?"

Clint, like, a million, Snotlout zilch.

_"Grooming Hookfang, duh!" _Snotlout gestured to the dragon behind him, cleverly choosing not to mention Clint's choice of comeback. _"He needs to be in top condition to storm this scary guy's place!"_

_We're using the dragons for that? _"Okay then, I guess... is everyone just petting dragons?"

_"Uh... pretty much. No, wait - Ruffnut's hitting Tuffnut."_

"Great..." Clint said, in a tone suggesting that he thought the information was the exact opposite. "Well, I'll be off now. Shout if you need anything."

Snotlout nodded as Clint left. _Where to now? _he wondered. The twins were out, as were Astrid and Natasha. _Bruce? _Well, it was worth a shot.

"Hey Bruce." Clint held up a hand in a lazy wave.

"Hey." Bruce nodded in return. "So, Natasha chucked you away from the laptop?" he questioned innocently.

"Yeah." Clint watched as Bruce scratched the dragon - Skullcrusher? Skull-something, certainly - who sat in front of him. "Why's everyone petting the dragons?" he wondered aloud, taking a step forwards to join in.

"Lack of anything better to do?" Bruce shrugged. "We're at a lull in the action; only so many can be useful at once."

Clint shrugged. "Well, Natasha better get something soon. I don't like being useless."

* * *

><p>Tony watched Hiccup take a running leap at the fence, and wasn't jealous of the younger man's agility. Not at all.<p>

_No _you're _jealous! _Tony told the little voice in his head - an irritating one which liked to argue against him. (What a prick.) It wasn't a successful endeavour anyway, since it did nothing but give the voice more ammunition - _but I _am _you, which makes _you _jealous!_

Tony shook himself out of the mental argument and ran up to the wall - quite a nice one, befitting of the mansion they were approaching, that matched the pale, sand coloured bricks of the main house. He jumped, managing to get a grip on the wall's edge and heave himself over.

"You're missing a leg!" Tony whispered as he dropped down beside Hiccup and fell into a crouch.

"And I'm a Viking..." Hiccup shrugged as he came up to the first guard. "I fight in mid-air battles using _dragons."_

_Fair point. _Tony let the conversation drop there as he found his own security guard to take out. "Let's see who can get the most!" he called over to Hiccup as he got his taser-glove out and took out the man in front of him. It alerted the guard Hiccup was going after, but too late: the Viking had a taser-glove of his own waiting for the man as he turned round.

"Thanks," Hiccup said sarcastically, "calling out like that really helped us escape detection."

"Oh, relax!" Tony waved the concern off, "It's not like anyone saw us!"

Hiccup huffed and rolled his eyes at the statement. "I bet you just jinxed -" he stopped mid-sentence to look behind Tony and groan, "- it. Great." Hiccup sighed as he pulled a small dart-gun out of his pocket. He aimed it quickly, nailing the guard in the neck before he had a chance to do anything about the intruders he'd just noticed. The dart remained in his neck as the anaesthetic caused him to sink to the floor."

"Well," Tony began as the guard dropped, "that wasn't -"

"No." Hiccup cut him off, "We aren't getting jinxed again."

Tony rolled his eyes. "You're no fun." he pouted, and continued down the path. There weren't many more guards to speak of, none of which managed to get anywhere past the taser-glove.

The inside of the mansion didn't look quite like he was expecting. It just looked like a house. A quite normal house, with a drunk girl on the couch - scratch that, it looked like the only shady activity going on in here was drug dealing, not _terrorism._

Still, Tony forced her out, using a gun from the table as persuasion, and continued on into the house.

"Is this your average terrorist hideout?" Hiccup asked as they continued into the house, which now contained sets and scenery that Tony recognised from the videos.

Well, it was certainly the right place.

"No, not really." Tony admitted. "I haven't broken into many terrorist organisations, but this one is certainly not staying true to the stereotypes."

"Well, good for it." Hiccup said distractedly. They were out of the scenery forest now, and had come to a clearing with a bed in the middle. There was a lump in the bed - possibly the Mandarin.

Tony shushed Hiccup with a finger, then yanked the covers back to reveal... two more scantily clad women. _Great._

"Is the Mandarin even here?" Tony asked in exasperation, cut off slightly by a toilet flush.

"Uh..." Hiccup said awkwardly, pointing at a spot behind Tony.

"What is it?" Tony asked, swirling around.

It was the Mandarin.

He wasn't wearing his usual getup, but it was unmistakably him - same hair, same face, same beard... he looked a lot less impressive in real life. He was also, Tony noticed, holding his hands up in surrender, babbling on about things he could take, and - this wasn't the Mandarin. _Must be a double, certainly a fake._

"Where's the Mandarin?" Tony asked threateningly. The Mandarin knock-off didn't respond, just flailed around and backed away. _"Where's the Mandarin?" _Tony repeated, shouting now and pointing the gun directly at the other man.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa, he's _here, _but he's not here." Mandarin knock-off explained.

"What do you mean?" Tony demanded. He'd now backed the man up enough that he was sat on a chair, with nowhere to run.

"It's complicated."

"Uncomplicate it." Tony shot a look back to Hiccup, "Get the ladies out."

The Viking nodded, shooing away the women, who seemed more than happy to leave.

When Tony turned back round, the Mandarin knock-off was no longer on the chair. Tony found him a few feet away, trying to crawl off, and fired a warning shot that just missed him.

"Okay, okay!" The man dashed back to his seat. "My name's Trevor, Trevor Slattery."

"What are you?" Tony asked, lowering the gun somewhat. "A decoy, a double?"

"What, you mean like an understudy? Well, absolutely not." Tony wasn't sure that he and 'Trevor' were on the same page. He put the gun back up - _maybe then he'll start making sense. _"Don't hurt the face - I'm an actor!"

_What. _Tony stared at Trevor, completely confused now. He shot a look back to Hiccup, who shrugged. "You have a minute to live, fill it with words."

"It's just a role... the Mandarin, you see, it's not real.

_What._

"Then how did you get here, Trevor?"

"Well, I had a little... problem, with, er, substances. And I ended up, um, doing things - no two ways about it - in the street, that uh, a man shouldn't do..."

"Next." Tony snapped, stealing looks over to the door. He was still thoroughly confused, and Trevor wasn't making things any clearer. Over in the corner, still making sure that nobody came in, Hiccup looked equally shocked.

"Then, they approached me about the role, and they knew about the drugs..."

"What, they said they'd get you off them?" If they had said that, they were lying - Trevor was clearly on _something._

"Said they'd give me more!" Trevor revealed happily. "And they gave me things - they gave me this palace! They gave me plastic surgery, they gave me things..." Suddenly, Trevor was snoring.

"Did you just nod off?" Tony asked incredulously. "Hey." He kicked him.

"Oh! And a lovely speedboat!" Trevor continued as if he'd never stopped. "_And, _the thing is, he needed someone! To take credit, for some 'accidental explosions.'"

_He. _Tony had a pretty good idea who that was. "Killian?" Trevor nodded. "And he created you... a custom-made terror threat." Tony backed off, sat down as Trevor carried on talking, imitating his speeches. Tony turned round to Hiccup to give him a look - _can you believe this guy? - _only to find him unconscious.

"Hiccup!" Tony stepped forwards to help his friend, but was stopped when someone grabbed him. There was just time to turn around and see the man from Tennessee before something hit him and everything went black.

* * *

><p>Tony woke up in an awkward position. It was a while since he'd found himself good and captured, and he had to say that these were possibly the least comfortable restraints he'd ever been in.<p>

He found it quite funny that he was tied to a bed frame - had they not had anything else to tie him to, or were they just trying to make a - no longer valid - joke?

_The world may never know._

"Not a chance of moving to first class?" he joked. It occurred to him then that he hadn't opened his eyes yet. He peeled them open quickly - it would've been terribly awkward to tell a joke to a crowd of none - and was relieved that the only person in the room with him was Maya.

Why Maya was there, exactly, he hadn't a clue. Well - she was obviously taken for her skills... thinking of which, the first time he'd met her had been at the same conference he'd met Killian at.

Maya hadn't responded yet - apparently the joke really had been as weak as it had sounded in his head (shame) - so Tony continued. He grunted and shifted his zip ties around, which apparently caught her attention more than weak attempts at humour.

"So..." he began awkwardly, "you took Killian's card." Well, it was only to be expected, even if it was a little disappointing; he hadn't taken Maya up, so it was inevitable that someone else would... _why did it have to be Kilian? _"And here we are, thirteen years later, trapped in a dungeon."

"No, _you're _stuck in a dungeon. _I'm _free to go." Maya smirked, finally standing up and moving over.

_Oh._

"Really?" It truly was a shame. "You had a lot of promise, you know. You could've... not ended up working for a psychopath, for one."

Maya looked at him disbelievingly. "Extremis is nearly stabilized," she argued, "just a few more -"

"No." Tony cut her off, a bit more roughly than necessary. "People are exploding, turning into shadows on the walls... you know, you used to have _morals. _Now look at you..."

"You know what my old man used to say to me?" Killian caught Tony's attention. He was standing on a raised platform that led to another room, leaning slightly against the handrail. He started walking down the steps, swinging a briefcase by his side. "His favourite of many sayings, really: the early bird catches the worm, but the second mouse gets the cheese."

Well, wasn't that just an amazing saying. Tony could really see that going far - maybe someone would actually use it someday non-ironically while also not being a total idiot! Tony decided not to comment on that, going for a simple "you're not still mad about that Switzerland thing, are you?" instead.

Killian continued talking, something about thanking and gifts and other things Tony didn't understand and didn't care to understand. "Yeah, that's great, but, uh - d'you know where Hiccup is? Viking, can't really say how high with these ties, got a metal leg?"

Killian smirked. He started prowling towards Tony as he spoke, words innocent but tone anything but. "Have you noticed an interesting common feature in all of my test subjects?" he asked. _How did he know I'd watched the videos? _Tony wondered, though the was more concerned about the link. Something told him that Killian wasn't just bringing that up for the fun of it. And since the connection was a missing limb...

"You wouldn't!" Tony gasped involuntarily, and Killian smirked.

"I would." he grinned, "and it's not the only person I'd do it to." As he spoke he rolled three small metal balls along the floor. They came to a halt beside the upturned bed frame, and when Killian pressed down on the remote he was now holding, a holographic screen sprang up showing Pepper, strapped down to a tilted table and struggling against her restraints.

Tony didn't ask how he'd managed to get Pepper, or why. It wasn't the time, and he needed to be concentrating on a way to escape. Well... he had his way, just not the exact details.

"If you'd been listening," Killian continued, increasingly impressed with himself, "you'd know that I'm giving you the gift you gave me. A nice, equivalent exchange."

"And that gift would be...?" Tony inquired, still trying to get his head around the implications of the new information he'd gathered. He doubted that Killian's reasoning would help him solve anything, but it was worth a shot.

"Desperation." Killian said plainly. "Now, of course, you'll be working for me now, to help stabilize extremis." He moved forwards suddenly, violently grasping Tony's throat and half-throttling him. "So, what kind of pay package are you looking for?"

"Let him go."

Both men turned their attention to Maya, who was now holding what looked like a stapler to her neck.

"Hold on a sec," Killian whispered, dropping Tony so that he could breathe again. "now, Maya -"

"I said _let him go." _Maya insisted, hand shaking by her neck.

"- what're you doing?"

"Twelve hundred ccs, a dose half this size and I'm dead." Maya informed them, and Tony stiffened at the thought. When he'd told her she needed morals, this wasn't exactly what he'd had in mind.

Killian, meanwhile, appeared just as calm as ever. "You see," he turned back to Tony to say, "it's times like this my temper is... tested, somewhat... Maya, give me the injector."

"When I die Killian... what happens to your soldiers, your product?" Maya asked. Killian continued pacing towards her, hands half-up as he tried to back her down. Tony watched on, helpless, as the two exchanged verbal blows.

Eventually Killian stopped, took a deep breath and looked back over at Tony.

_Oh no... he's not going to -_

Apparently he was, as Killian gave a grim smile a yanked a gun from his pocket, shooting a bullet directly into a completely astounded Maya's chest. She dropped the injector and fell back, mouth slack in shock.

"The good news is," Killian said, still maintaining his façade of calm, "a high level position has just been vacated."

Tony let out a half-laughing breath born from shock as Maya collapsed to the floor completely. "You are a maniac."

Killian shook his head, said something Tony was too distracted to hear, and left the room as though he hadn't just shot and _murdered _someone in cold blood.

"Oh, by the way," Aldrich shouted from halfway down the corridor, "we've got the Iron Patriot."

* * *

><p>After Killian left, there wasn't much left for Tony to do other than twiddle his thumbs. Someone came in after a minute to remove Maya's body, and two more security guards arrived a few minutes later to watch him.<p>

Considering that they were working for a terrorist organisation, they didn't seem that bad. They didn't try to make conversation, so Tony used the time to take account of his possible injuries and weapons.

As it turned out, he'd been stripped of all but clothing. Even the watch, a lovely Dora the Explorer one with very little function other than the alarm Tony had set to alert him of the suits' estimated charging time coming to an end, was no longer on his wrist. He couldn't see it, but Tony hoped that it was at least still in the room, or within earshot - he didn't want the suit turning up when he wasn't ready for it.

_Speak of the devil_ - the alarm went off, revealing the watch's position on the table behind the guards. One of them picked it up and turned it over in investigation.

"Could ya make it shut up?" the other requested. The one holding the watch gave it a quick shake. It had no effect. He then raised it a little - it looked as though he was going to drop it.

"Hey, you break it you bought it." Tony warned, as the guard did just that. The watch fell to the floor and was trodden on thoroughly. It stopped the alarm, but the watch was now quite smashed. "Son of a - hey, that wasn't mine - it's a friend's sisters."

The guard looked up at him unapologetically.

"You know what, for that, I'm gonna kill you first."

The guard laughed. "With what?"

"With... this!" Tony flicked out his hands, ready for the suit to dramatically bust through the windows and fly into his waiting palms. It didn't happen.

Instead, four dragons burst through the windows, landing in front of the guards and tossing them out of the way before they could even so much as scream.

"Well, thank god you guys showed up," Tony said, still looking over towards the window in search of his errant suit, "otherwise that would've been embarrassing."

Snotlout asked something - a question perhaps - that his lack of translator made it impossible to understand.

"Eh?"

"Wow, you _still _don't know any Norse?" Clint grinned, then continued to demonstrate his own skills in the language, in a way that made every one laugh. Laugh - at him!

"Well, I didn't really have the time." Tony explained tersely, flicking his hands out again to call the armour, "Getting blown up and having to save a Viking with some sort of concussion then getting blown up some more and watching some frankly _disturbing _videos and having a _mental fucking breakdown _at the side of the road -"

Tony paused when a hand pressed down reassuringly on his shoulder. He flinched away from the contact, breathing heavily now that he'd noticed his sudden lack of oxygen, but Steve didn't move.

"It's okay," Steve was saying, "we've got you, we're gonna get Hiccup and Pepper, just _relax." _and suddenly, Tony felt the fight, and the tension and the adrenaline just leave him, and he wanted to go _home. _Not Malibu, that place was wrecked, and he wasn't sure if he even wanted to rebuild it, he wanted to go back to the tower, pretend the whole mess had ever happened and learn Norse and joke around with his science bros...

It took Tony a while to realise that he'd gone into a mental tirade, then stop that tirade, by which point someone had released him from his zip ties, he was sat, slumped, on the floor with someone rubbing circles into his back, and something - tears, he imagined - were making slow tracks down his face.

He was crying.

Damn.

He shrugged off the hand - Eret's, surprisingly - and wiped hastily at the tears. He stole a quick glance over at Clint, and was quite surprised to discover that even the feathery asshole - and what a great nickname _that _was - wasn't laughing at him. He did look concerned though, and that was almost _worse._

"Well!" Tony said suddenly, bouncing up and pretending that it didn't make the world sway around him, "The suit should really be on the way now, but for some reason it isn't, so..." he lost the bravado for a second when he realised that he had no idea what was going to happen next. He continued a second later, clasping his hands together and using the pause as a dramatic effect, "what's the plan?"

There was a hesitance amongst the others to speak as they decided whether or not to accept Tony's one-eighty mood change, or to call bullshit and make him 'talk about his feelings' and 'hug it out'.

Astrid opened her mouth to speak, then closed it again. "We don't have one." she said eventually, "It was just to get here and rescue everyone."

Apparently they'd chosen the former. _Thank God._

"Well, that means I know more than you right now!" Tony realised, grinning, "Okay, I'll fill you in later, but for now you need to know that Hiccup needs rescuing as soon as possible, and Pepper isn't here anymore. Rhodey is, though."

"Ah, okay." Steve nodded, then - "ah!" - ducked down and rubbed his head as a flying piece of metal took a glancing blow at his head.

The suits had arrived.

"About damn time!" Tony grumbled, holding out a hand to receive the first piece. "What took you so long?"

The rest of the suit arrived, slightly slower than the hand, as the others watched on, slack-mouthed.

"How did you?" Bruce asked, a question which Tony ignored expertly.

"What took you so long?" he asked again, with JARVIS there to hear the question.

"Sorry, sir, there was an obstacle."

"Obstacle?" Tony rolled his eyes, flipping the faceplate upwards. "Okay. Now: here's the plan."

* * *

><p><em>'-cup... Hiccup!'<em>

Hiccup's eyes snapped open as he recognised the voice calling his name. _'Toothless?' _he asked tentatively, straining to the left to see his friend.

_'Right next to you.' _Toothless said, and the Night Fury was indeed there; Hiccup could see the edge of a wing if he stretched far enough.

_'Where are we?' _he asked next, tugging experimentally on the metal strapping him down. Predictably, it didn't let up. _Worth a shot._

_'I don't know. The other woman, Mm - Ma-something - she was working for this guy, and they got Pepper.'_

_'Where's Pepper then?' _Hiccup couldn't see - unsurprisingly - or hear any signs of anyone else in the room. _'Is she somewhere else?'_

_'Yeah... the guy said something about a grand finale, then sent her off somewhere else. I think we're where M-something is.'_

Despite the situation now being far, far more dire, Hiccup couldn't help but smile. _'I've missed you, bud.' _

The sound of Toothless straining against his restraints reverberated around the room. With great effort, the Night Fury managed to get one wing to awkwardly nudge Hiccup's side. As hugs went, it was pretty bad, but it would have to suffice.

_'Yeah, I'd hug you,' _Hiccup grinned, _'but I'm a bit tied up at the moment.'_

Toothless groaned at the pun, causing Hiccup to cackle. The Night Fury sighed as his rider cracked up, and eventually ended up joining in with the infectious laughter.

The sound of an explosion brought them out of their amusement.

_'Was that...' _Hiccup trailed off, listening harder. Shouts were sounding in the corridor, none of which revealed anything other than that the explosion hadn't been intentional. Hopefully, the people who were breaking in weren't any worse than the terrorists currently holding them captive.

The door slammed open, and a man in a white suit stormed in. Hiccup remembered him from the videos - he was the twisted man who'd experimented his 'extremis' on unwitting amputees.

_"Oh good, you're still here." _the man said, slowing down his panicked run into an urgent jog. _"It'd be terribly awkward if I couldn't hold true to my promise to Tony."_

_'Who's this guy?' _Toothless asked, to which Hiccup shrugged. He didn't know what the 'promise' was, either, but he could safely assume that it wasn't a good thing.

More crashes sounded outside, along with some yelling. Hiccup recognised one of the shouts as Tony's, but he had no idea what the billionaire was saying.

_"I'm going to inject the extremis into your bloodstream." _the man explained, flicking a switch. Hiccup suddenly noticed the IV line next to him - how had he missed it? - and started struggling against his restraints. _"Now, there's no point in that." _the man chastised. He was approaching Hiccup from the right, brandishing a needle.

The shouts from outside were getting louder now, and Hiccup could clearly make out Tony's voice. He was shouting orders to someone else, telling them to "find him, before Killian gets him."

Oh, they were talking about him. Hiccup looked over to who he assumed was Killian, who was speeding up now that he too could hear Tony. He jabbed the needle into Hiccup's arm, then rushed for the exit.

_"Sorry to be so rude," _Killian paused in the doorway to speak, _"but I really must dash. Hope Mr Stark finds you in time."_

The glowing orange of extremis was dripping slowly down through the line towards Hiccup's arm. The room was left in a stunned silence for a second in Killian's absence, then:

_"Tony!" _Hiccup yelled at the top of his voice. The noise from outside the room paused. _"Tony!" _he tried again, _"I'm in here!"_

The cacophony resumed immediately, whoever was outside rushing in his direction. The orange liquid was halfway to his arm now, and Hiccup unsuccessfully tried to tug his arm away from it.

_"Hiccup?" _Tony, dressed in a banged-up Iron Man armour, barged through the door.

_"He's trying to put the extremis in me -" _Hiccup explained quickly, _"you've got to remove this thing!"_

Tony nodded, running over to the table Hiccup was attached to and yanking away the line. The orange glowing liquid splashed out as Tony pulled, leaving it to spill all over the floor.

_"He's okay, guys!" _Tony called out. _Who's he talking to?_

Hiccup's mental question was answered when a head popped round the door. Astrid wasted no time in getting into the room fully and rushing over.

"Are you okay?"

Thank the gods, there was finally someone to speak in _Norse _to! "Yeah... just need to get out of these things."

A few good tugs with the strength of the Iron Man armour solved that problem, and Hiccup was finally free.

"Is... uh... _is my armour here too?" _he asked awkwardly.

Tony nodded. _"Yeah. Figured you'd want your dragon more, though."_

_"Not an option." _Hiccup shook his head mournfully, gesturing to his legs - or leg, as he'd just realised - then to Toothless's broken tail - oh, _lack _of tailfin. Killian had removed both prosthetics, and they weren't anywhere in the room.

_"Ah. Wait a sec, I'll go get it."_

"So," Hiccup asked awkwardly, "what's the plan?"

"We've split up, us two are getting you, everyone else is getting Tony's friend."

"Rhodey?" Hiccup checked, to which Astrid nodded in recognition. "What's he doing here?"

Astrid shrugged, and Tony came back in, struggling to move the suit while simultaneously having it in a bear hug. He dumped it in front of Hiccup, who hobbled into it and smiled as the faceplate slid down and screens - blissfully in Norse - popped up to tell him the suit's current condition.

"Okay," he said, making full use of the return of the translator, "let's go."

* * *

><p>It was Astrid who led the other two back to the rest of the group, who had by now found Rhodey and were outside the mansion.<p>

"Well, that was a success." Clint said, nodding slightly to himself. It really was. They'd come to rescue two humans and a dragon, and here they were with two humans and a dragon. Perhaps not the same two humans they'd had in mind, but beggars couldn't be choosers.

"Okay guys," Tony was saying, and it was actually quite nice to hear his voice again, since he was technically supposed to be dead, "we need to go back to the main house. There's someone I'd like you to meet."

* * *

><p>"Hi, Trevor, Trevor Slattery."<p>

Hiccup had to admit, for all his faults, the man _could _perform well under pressure. All of the Avengers, a few dragons and some pretty angry Vikings, and Trevor was still trying to introduce himself.

Okay, maybe he was just really high, but still - impressive.

"Right, here's the deal: you tell me where Pepper is, and I stop him doing it." Tony explained, cutting off Trevor's introduction to Rhodey.

"Stop wha - ah! Ah, okay," Trevor grabbed his ear, "I don't know about any pepper, but I do know the plan."

"What plan?" Steve demanded.

"It's happening off the coast... something to do with a big boat - I could take you there! Whoa!" Everyone jumped as Trevor started cheering - he was watching a football game, and someone had just scored.

_Okay, slightly less impressive._

"Oh, and I know, this bit might have something to do with the vice president. Is that important?"

"A little bit!" Tony snapped. He sighed, moving away from Trevor and beckoning the others over. "Okay, we need a plan."

"What're we gonna do, go back to the tower?" Steve asked.

"No, we need something faster than that."

A chill ran through the group as they realised what Tony was implying; there wasn't even enough time to get back to New York - they really needed to get moving.

"Wait - Trevor," Tony turned back to the man, who'd now opened a canned drink and was fully engaged in watching the football, "didn't you say something about a lovely speedboat?"

* * *
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	11. We Get In, We Kick Ass (We Leave)
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* * *

><p>Trevor - not the Mandarin, just a disappointing drug addict way in over his head - was happy to give out the location of his lovely speedboat. It seemed that, high as he was, he could still tell that losing it was better than dying by - well, numerous methods, at once, really. Chiefly, burning to death. Dragons were useful like that.<p>

With dragons, it took even less long to reach the boat. Once on it, Tony immediately hooked the suits up to a battery, and Hiccup started trying to piece together a temporary tailfin for his downed dragon.

_"So,"_ Rhodey looked over the assorted superheroes, seemingly unimpressed, or at least unsurprised, at their involvement in the events. _"looks like it's going to take us a while to get to Pepper. But what are we going to do about the vice president?"_

Snotlout shrugged. "Why can't we just leave him?" he asked carelessly. "He looks really boring."

Rhodey looked irritated at the Viking's blasé views, but Hiccup realised what he was doing. The mood was lighter now, and there was a motivation to prove that both people could be saved.

_"We can essentially do that." _Tony agreed, just as casual. He was now holding out his 'borrowed' phone. _"Oh, look at that, I'm calling the vice president."_

_"Hello, yeah - this is Tony Stark." _Tony started nodding at whatever the vice president was saying, tapping his foot.

_"It's good to be back. Listen, we've got a bit of a problem." _Hiccup was fairly certain that Tony was now interrupting the man on the other end of the phone, though he couldn't hear what he was saying.

_"Yeah, that's not Rhodes. He's right here." _Tony glanced over at Rhodey.

_"It's true, sir." _Rhodey inputted. Tony gave him a quick thumbs up.

_"Ah, okay. Thanks." _Tony smiled at the vice president's response, then ended the call.

"Well, that was easy." Eret neatly summed up everyone's thoughts. "Now what?"

Clint shrugged. _"We go get Pepper, I guess. Then get drunk off our asses."_

_"None of the latter before we've finished the former though." _Natasha chided, grinning. At Clint's pout, she amended, _"Not _quite _off our asses. You've got to be able to see straight."_

Clint shrugged. A crisp hiss alerted Hiccup to the beer in his hand - when had that got there? More to the point, _where did it come from?_

As though he'd read Hiccup's mind - or, probably, Hiccup admitted to himself, his features (he'd never quite mastered the whole 'poker face' thing) - Clint gestured behind him, where a cooler sat.

_"You know the guy who owns this was, like, the highest person I've ever met, right?" _Tony checked, giving Clint's can an untrusting look. Clint shrugged again, and offered another can - again, Hiccup never saw his hand reach into the box - out to Tony. _"Hell no." _Tony batted Clint's hand away. _"I swear, if you get high, I'm videoing the whole thing."_

Clint smirked, then downed the drink. _"Yeah, whatever." _he said casually.

_"The Iron Patriot armour has flown off." _JARVIS chimed in, calling everyone's attention back to the two charging suits. _"It seems to be on course for the president's plane."_

_"Shit." _Tony cursed, flicking out his wrists to call the suit to himself. _"What happened to the vice president sorting everything out?"_

* * *

><p>"Ah, Iron Patriot."<p>

Savin gave a smirk, that went unseen under the armour. _Idiots. Didn't even check they've got the right guy in the suit. _He'd arrived a few minutes ago, finalised the plan with Killian, then made his official, much more visible, entrance. Now, he was stood at the bottom of the steps up to the plane, looking up at his target.

He didn't speak - that would give the game away too soon - but nobody questioned it, idiots as they were.

"With you here, I feel safer already."

Savin's position was nearly compromised; he couldn't help but snigger at the irony. He nodded, saluted, and followed his target on board.

* * *

><p>Savin was in the air. On a plane, though with the commandeered armour being thrown off wouldn't exactly be a problem, with exactly the person he needed.<p>

Best of all, there was no escaping him when they were in the air. Chuckling at the incompetency being shown - a chuckle which was hidden by the robotic sound of the armour moving, Savin moved himself into position to begin.

He smirked as he shoved the guards into their room, and opened the armour slightly so he could weld the doorknob into place. That done, he continued on into the meeting room.

"Everything alright, colonel?" the president asked, looking up and oh-so conveniently alerting Savin to his position. He took a nearby decoration - suitably sharp and pointed - and tossed it in his hand for a second before flicking it out, where it came to an abrupt stop in one of the men's chests.

After that, all hell broke loose.

Trigger happy guards jumped into action, firing ineffective - and they should've known it, having been given briefings on the armour's capabilities, albeit brief ones. Savin continued on, undeterred and unconcerned as he marched over to the president.

He had to shove a few people out of the way as they threw themselves at him, but it still took under a minute to walk over to the desk he knew the president was cowering behind, and rip it apart to give him clear access to the man.

"If you're gonna do it, do it!" Trying to sound brave but failing, the president growled at Savin.

Giving a smirk and an appropriate comeback - "that that's not how the Mandarin works" - Savin exited the suit fully and tossed the president into it.

No longer wearing the suit, all that remained was to find a parachute - or not; extremis really opened up one's options in last-minute plane escapes - and make the small drop of only a few thousand feet to the boat awaiting him. He took a parachute anyway, and one of the crew's uniforms. Never hurt to be prepared.

The sound of the people still trapped in the other room made him smile as he strolled down the plane, checking the emergency systems - useless oxygen masks and not much else - that his fight had prompted.

The whirring sound that he'd been getting used to hearing gave him a second's notice before the Iron Man armour came barrelling into him. It knocked him over, but did little else.

Savin stood up slowly, unable to see the suit. Looked like Mr Stark had expertly underestimated him, or was off trying to rescue the passengers. Either way was fine for Savin, and he stood up with a smirk.

Only to be knocked down again a moment later, another bodily shove from the metal man revealing that nether of Savin's expectations had been a reality.

"The president!" Stark demanded, holding Savin to the wall with one hand and firing up a blast in the other - one that both parties knew would only create superficial damage.

"He's not here." Savin revealed, firing up an attack of his own with his free hand. It was one that Tony failed to noticed, and Savin took pleasure in hearing the man audibly wince at the new burning pain in his wrist. "He's on his own private jet," he continued, producing a remote - his failsafe - from his other, now free, hand. "speaking of which, go fish."

Both men heard the explosion, and if that didn't cue Stark in on what was happening, the screams of the passengers, now holding on for dear life as the air pressure tried to suck them out, sure did.

Stark was now struggling to get out of his grasp, and Savin knew he'd won. Tony would go get the passengers, and leave him to make a neat escape -

Suddenly, there was a gaping hole where his chest should've been, and Savin wasn't so sure about his assumption of victory.

"Walk away from _that, _you son of a bitch." Stark muttered, stalking off and leaving Savin to sink back in shock as he started to feel his wound.

* * *

><p>Astrid watched from a few feet away as another hole exploded into existence on the plane's side, bringing a plume of smoke up with it. She glanced over to Hiccup, wearing the suit and receiving a constant stream of information courtesy of JARVIS, and awaited his command.<p>

She wasn't waiting for long. The smoke hadn't even begun clearing, and Hiccup was already giving the signal, nodding to Astrid before he announced it to the group: "We've got some people coming out of this one. Get ready to catch them!"

The group nodded, tense in anticipation despite how routine an operation it was. This had the potential to be harder than it had to be, Astrid realised: it all depended on the reaction the people falling had to the dragons. Hopefully it wasn't a particularly violent one; that could complicate matters slightly.

Lost in playing out the scenarios, Astrid nearly missed the first glimpse of a woman darting out of the smoke. She tapped Stormfly slightly with her foot, and the dragon dove after their first target.

Stormfly easily got the woman in her usual claw-grip method, then tossed her up for Astrid to steady.

_"Hey." _Astrid greeted, keeping an eye out for any other people falling - Eret had made his first catch, and the twins were darting after two people falling close to each other. _"You okay?"_

Still shocked, the woman nodded shakily, making an unsuccessful attempt to sweep her hair out of her face as the wind buffeted it.

"We've got another coming your way Astrid!" Hiccup's voice came through the comm.

_"Got it." _Astrid replied, still in English - it wouldn't do to have her passenger panicking because she was speaking in a strange language, on top of the shock of being on a dragon. Her eyes flitted upwards just in time to see her next passenger, a man this time, shoot past. Looking down after him, Astrid pointed downwards and called out _'Stormfly, fetch!'_

The woman behind her didn't get the chance to process the use of an unfamiliar tongue as she was suddenly plunged into a stomach-churning drop. She screamed, drowning out the sound of Astrid's laughter as they sped towards the next target.

Again, Stormfly's grab was accurate, and the man, who had previously been falling quite quickly through the air, came to a sudden halt, and then started moving _upwards. _Before he could fully recognise what was going on, he was sat down, clinging on to another of the plane passengers.

Her two passengers starting to chat amongst themselves, and Hiccup informing her that all those who had been ejected had been caught, Astrid tapped Stormfly again, and the dragon flew back up to the group.

Everyone was holding two passengers, save for Hiccup, who was giving an awkward piggy-back to one person.

"I'll take that guy, if you want." Eret offered, Skullcrusher swinging over to Hiccup's side to retrieve the man. Hiccup shrugged - as best he could, with a man clinging onto his back in terror - and shook the man off. One short scream later, Eret caught and positioned his new guest.

_"Have you got them all?" _Steve asked over the comm.

"Yeah." Fishlegs reported. "Thirteen of them. Where are they going?"

_"Just dump 'em in the ocean or something." _Clint suggested. _"Good thing you were there then, though." _he pointed out. _"Otherwise Tony would've had a hell of a time trying to get all those guys caught."_

_"Excuse me!" _Tony butted in, _"I would've done _excellently, _thanks very much!"_

"So, are we dumping them or what?" Snotlout asked, lazily examining his nails.

"I guess we are." Hiccup shrugged. "Take them down gently though." he warned, and Astrid didn't need to be able to see through the faceplate to know that he was glaring at the twins.

The twins knew too. Unfortunately for their passengers, neither did they care, so the six of them jetted down at the top speed Barf and Belch could manage, screams of both fear and joy being left in their wake.

_"Don't worry," _Astrid assured her own guests, _"we won't be going down that fast."_

Both nodded, still shaking - though by now more from the cold (Astrid took a moment to marvel at their inability to deal with the cool air) - and clung to her slightly more tightly, impossible as it seemed for their death-grip to get any tighter, as Stormfly started her controlled descent.

Two sets of armour followed the Vikings down. A slightly disappointing result, but two out of three was workable.

"Put them on the pavement somewhere." Hiccup suggested, turning back to the other suit. "So, what now?"

_"Just have to get back to the boat, and then we can -"_ Tony was cut off as a truck slammed quite suddenly into the armour's side, breaking it into pieces and leaving it scattered along the floor.

_"Damn." _Tony, safely back on the boat and controlling the armour with his mind - or not, anymore, since it had just been run over. _"How inconvenient."_

* * *

><p>"Everything okay?"<p>

Tony nodded in response to Rhodey's question. "Just got hit by a truck."

Hawkeye, who was now on his third beer - thankfully, his earlier bragging about having a high alcohol tolerance were standing firm - popped his head around the door. "That's _great!" _he laughed. "But how are you gonna put it together again?"

Rhodey nodded his agreement. "The suit was pretty much wrecked before. Is it useable?"

"Nope!" Tony popped the 'p', fully removing the headgear that had been connecting him to the suit.

"So how are you planning on saving Pepper?"

Tony answered by turning to the headset. "Hey, JARVIS?"

"Yes, sir?"

"Initiate 'House Party' Protocol."

* * *

><p>Stan grumbled slightly as he shuffled a bit more rubble off to the side. In fairness, his job was quite a rubbish one: clearing up the debris of destroyed houses.<p>

It _had _meant that the battle of New York had been, for him, a brilliant source of income, but it didn't take long for some other idiot to smash their mansion.

Specifically, Tony Stark. Stan actually didn't mind that aspect of the job - Stark had a plethora of insanely good tech stashed around, and quite a bit of it had survived the explosions. A few phones wouldn't go amiss, and could be sold for a lot of money, if one knew the right people. That and the fact that Stan didn't like Stark - and he'd really been asking for it that time, giving a _terrorist _his home address - made this job one of the best he'd had in a while.

The ground shifted slightly. It was a regular occurrence on properties like this, embedded in the side of a cliff and not really all that sturdy once the support beams had been destroyed, so Stan back off a bit and prepared to warn the rest of the crew to move away for a bit.

What wasn't normal was that it took just those few steps for the ground to stop moving.

More than slightly confused and a tad concerned, Stan stepped forwards again. The ground was moving. He looked down, and immediately saw the reason why.

_What the - _the floor was opening, rendering the last hour's work useless as all the debris he'd swept fell into the appearing hole.

Stan stepped forwards, peering into the drop created. It was too dark to see in properly, but with no way to gage the depth, he wasn't taking any chances with moving forwards for a closer look.

The opening to the hole stopped spinning, but there was still the sound of movement. It sounded just like the whatever-it-was that powered the Iron Man armour.

It _was _the Iron Man armour. Stan watched in astonishment as countless suits jetted out of the hole. The variety of them was staggering - not just the colours, either: some of them were massive, others clearly a lot faster. The last, and slowest, of the lot trundled out at a comparatively low speed probably still faster than any car Stan had ever driven, then there was silence.

* * *

><p>Clint remained unimpressed. "What's a house party protocol?" he asked, giving the headset a prod as though it'd give him the answers.<p>

"JARVIS just let loose all the suits."

"How many of them are there?" Steve asked, sounding mildly concerned, as Natasha provided her own scathing "Where're they going?"

"Lost count somewhere around thirty," Tony lied, "and... that's a good point, actually. Hey J, where've you sent these bad boys?"

There was a pause just long enough for Clint and Natasha to snicker over the use of 'bad boys', in which JARVIS checked the suits.

"They are currently on their way over here, sir."

Under the assumption that 'here' was the boat, Tony nodded. "Change course to the Mandarin hideout." Not that it was much of a hideout, really, if Trevor was to believed regarding the boats.

_"Where is 'here'?" _Hiccup's voice rang out over the comm.

JARVIS answered, speaking Norse. Tony frowned at the words - still gibberish to him, but hey, he'd been busy.

"He just said he'd give directions." Clint translated.

_Damn! _Tony cursed inwardly. _One-upped by bird brain... _Sure, he was at a bit of a disadvantage, but that was just ridiculous!

"Whatever." Tony replied - score one for totally not showing his irritation (what're you talking about _you're _irritated) - testily. "See you Vikingy guys in a bit, then."

* * *

><p>Pepper jolted back into awareness to meet Killian in her face.<p>

"Hello." the man - she'd known he was creepy, but somehow that wasn't making her feel any better about her current situation - said, speaking with a soft overconfidence that she just _couldn't wait _to see get beaten out of him.

"He's not going to help you." Pepper told him, because she didn't need telling why she was there - why go to the effort of convincing Tony Stark to join your cause when you can just get his damsel-in-distress girlfriend and make everything far easier for yourself? Pepper was no damsel in distress, not really, but a superhero she also was not, and she was willing to admit to herself that she probably didn't have a chance against Killian.

Again, the knowledge wasn't making her feel any better.

Killian laughed. "Actually, that isn't the only reason I have you here..." he said, getting closer to her face, "it's a little more embarrassing than that..."

"I'm here as your trophy." Pepper guessed, correctly, forcing herself to sound utterly unimpressed rather than completely creeped out.

Killian nodded. He looked about to say something else, but Pepper was saved from the rancid smell of his breath with the arrival of... Rhodey?

_Not Rhodey. _She amended, knowing the man too well to think him a traitor. This thought was confirmed not long after, as the suit opened and the president fell out.

It was nice to know that her importance as a hostage was on par with the leader of the United States himself. Nice, but utterly useless.

"Welcome aboard, Mr President."

* * *

><p>"You ever heard of an elephant graveyard?" Killian hopped up the stairs with an uncanny energy, and the president followed him doggedly. It had been a long day, and he really, <em>really <em>wanted to go home. "Well, two years ago, the elephant in the room was this gal."

It was a shame that wasn't going to happen.

"This is the Roxxon Norco." the president recognised, taking a cautious glance over to his captor. He'd never suspected Killian to be the Mandarin - who would? - but now that he thought about it, the man was perfect terrorist material.

"And of course you'll remember that when she spilled a million gallons of crude, not one fat cat saw a day in court.

"What do you want from me?" the president asked. The United States may not negotiate with terrorists, but if it meant not being killed by a madman, he was willing to ignore that little detail.

"Oh, nothing." Killian said conversationally. "I just need an excuse to kill you. You see, I've got my own man waiting to slide into position once you're gone."

* * *

><p>Ruffnut and Tuffnut were bored. They were stuck on a weird boat, they hadn't destroyed anything in <em>weeks, <em>and Hiccup was doing his serious-mode planning again.

"I'm bored." they both said simultaneously, sharing a moment of easily-impressed amusement as they noticed that fact.

"We know." Snotlout all but groaned, "You've said. _Ten times in the last minute."_

"Oh." Ruffnut shrugged. "Tuffnut started it."

As a small slap-fight broke out between the twins, the rest of the group returned to ignoring them. Over on the other side of the room, Astrid - who had been invited to the strategizing meeting, on account of the fact that she was able to create a plan more complex than 'kick ass' - noticed the bickering and wandered over to resolve the conflict.

"Any updates on how long Hiccup's gonna take?" Snotlout asked hopefully.

"Nope." Astrid sighed and sat down. "Sure, we need to have a plan and all, but does it really have to take this _long? _I'm starting to agree with your 'rush in and smash' strategy." she admitted.

Snotlout grinned. "That's 'cause it's the true Viking way!" he announced proudly, thumping his chest with one hand. "Me and Hookfang could've sorted this all out _hours _ago, couldn't we?"

Hookfang snorted good-naturedly, but otherwise ignored the comment.

Undeterred, Snotlout continued: "You know what, I'm gonna go tell 'em. This 'scary' guy's gonna have, like, taken over the world or whatever before we've even made our _plan!"_

Just as Snotlout drew himself up to march over, Tony clasped his hands together. _"Right!"_ he said with a tone of finality, _"let's get going, then."_

Not one to be put off by something as small as already having what he wanted, Snotlout cut in with a pointed "about time!"

"So," Snotlout said, this time louder, "what's the plan?"

_"We get in, we kick ass."_ Clint supplied. He looked thoughtful for a moment, then added:_ "We leave."_

"And that took you how long?" Tuffnut asked, "Three years?"

"It's somewhat simplified." Hiccup explained, cutting off five separate scathing remarks. "The longer version is like this..."

* * *

><p><em>'Why aren't we fighting?' <em>Toothless asked, as quietly as he could. It wasn't all that quiet, but since he was sat on the speedboat, and not trying to sneak into a terrorist hideout, it wasn't that much of a problem.

_'We're sitting this one out. Unless there's an emergency or something.' _Hiccup explained soothingly, rubbing at the scales on the dragon's head.

_'This is an emergency!' _Toothless moaned, _'I'm _bored! _And no one else has to sit out...'_

_'No one else has a broken tail.' _Hiccup explained, a little less patient. _'Or a "possible concussion". And anyway, Bruce is still here.'_

Toothless huffed. Bruce looked between the two, fascinated and confused, and Hiccup filled him in a bit.

"Big baby boo here's just whining." Bruce's expression cleared, and he nodded.

_'So what _does_ constitute as an emergency?' _Since Toothless wasn't technically complaining, Hiccup decided to humour him.

_'I don't know.' _he admitted. _'I think they just said that to placate us. Not like we could even do anything to help.'_

_'Well that's rubbish!' _Hiccup sighed at Toothless's dismissal. _'Nobody's gonna need us, we'll be bored out of our minds!'_

_'Better us useless than them actually needing help.' _Hiccup reasoned, unsuccessfully. When Toothless didn't reply, he added: _'It'll probably take them about twenty minutes, half an hour tops. If they're not back by then, we'll go help.'_

Toothless nodded, placated, and the two lapsed back into silence.

* * *

><p>Over on the Mandarin's aquatic headquarters, the rest of the group were sneaking in.<p>

Sneaking in, it should be noted, is nigh on impossible when being tailed by a group of brightly coloured dragons.

"Right, you ready?" Natasha glanced back at the Vikings, clasping her gun. The Vikings themselves had no such weaponry, though they were armed with the best axes and swords Berk had to offer. Natasha had proposed that they use a gun - taking a knife to a gun fight, however glorified, was never going to end well, after all - but they'd refused; their weapons, and dragons, would more than suffice. Since Clint also preferred his ancient weaponry, Natasha didn't protest.

"I found the president." Tony, slightly further ahead and now holding his gun up, thanks to some last-minute prompting from Rhodey, whispered harshly, stealing glances around the box he hid behind.

Natasha nodded to Clint, who responded in kind before moving over to take a look. He peered over, then turned back instantly.

"Bunch of guys near here." he reported. "Two in the immediate vicinity, haven't seen us yet. President's strung up, looks like this Mandarin guy has some serious dramatic flair.

Natasha nodded, not questioning his ability to take in all that with less than a second's view at the scene.

"I think he's gonna go up in flames." Tony expanded. "Viking funeral style - a burial on a burning ship at sea."

"How symbolic." Astrid remarked dryly.

_"What's symbolic?" _Hiccup interrupted them. _"And how long is this gonna take? I have a bored dragon over here."_

The Vikings winced. A bored dragon meant fire, and fire meant being caught. _"I'll send Stormfly over." _Astrid said, patting the dragon as she did.

_"Thanks." _Hiccup said gratefully.

Stormfly took off, then immediately landed. She crooned nervously.

Astrid realised what was wrong before she had to ask. Two men jumped down, holding their guns up and signalling to some men behind them who were standing by.

_"Toothless is gonna have to wait. We have a bit of a situation."_

* * *

><p><strong>Yep, that all just happened. Cue a (probably) empty promise for the next chapter to take less long (it's the final battle, how could I lose motivation?), a quick reminder to review please and thank your input is loved and taken into account, and we're <em>done here!<em>**


	12. And Now, We Nap

**A/n: it's a Christmas miracle; it took me less than a month to create a new chapter! *Literal angels come down singing praises like wow.*  
>And since it's Christmas (well, advent, but who isn't festive by then anyway? Not anyone <em>I <em>know, for sure *glares pointedly at Christmas song singing friend buttfaces*) you're all gonna give me the gift of many reviews? (Subtlety: check.)  
>Anyhow, have yourselves a merry little (not so) final battle!<strong>

* * *

><p>Natasha looked up at the men surrounding them. Then she looked over at Clint. He was grinning as much as she was, bow already out, loaded, and pointed to someone further up.<p>

"Must be a Tuesday." she joked, and took out her gun. Non-contact weapons were the way to go, if Tony's horror stories of people glowing from the heat they were producing, able to cut through metal with their bare hands, and men blowing up from a loss of control were to be believed.

"These guys are hard to kill." Tony warned, "Like, nothing short of a thousand-degree explosion where _they _are the bomb, kind of hard to kill." He too had his weapon ready, finger on the trigger of the gun - Natasha made a mental note to cover him; he clearly had little experience with the thing.

_"Question." _Snotlout raised his hand sarcastically, _"Can they regrow a _head?" He mimed chopping off said appendage with his hammer.

"Guess we're about to find out." Rhodey said, pointing with his gun at the closest person, one of the men Clint had seen previously, who was now charging towards them. The colonel shot him a few times, with little effect. The man jerked back with each hit, but was otherwise unimpeded.

"You know, I think we could probably use some backup." Tony said brightly.

"I thought we agreed not to bring the Hulk out?" Clint asked, letting an arrow loose that struck a woman in the chest. She smirked, and started pulling it out, then it exploded.

"Not _that _kind of backup." Tony said, as though it should've been obvious, then gave an impressed noise as the exploding arrow took out three of the guards instead of the intended one. "_That _kind of backup."

There was a momentary pause in the fight where everyone - AIM members included - turned around to gawp at the 'backup'.

"Is that..." Rhodey looked up, awed. "Are those..."

"Yup." Tony nodded proudly.

"Now _that's _a party." Clint grinned, elbowing Natasha. She rolled her eyes, then took out a few of the people who were still watching the skies with a few well-aimed headshots.

Their distraction was quite understandable. In the distance, becoming clearer every second, was an army of Iron Man armours. They weren't uniform, which was what made them so impressive. Even from a distance, it was easy to tell that they each had very distinctive designs, and, knowing Tony Stark, characteristics.

Natasha's gun shots jolted everyone back into action, and the group silently worked their way outwards, Clint, Natasha, Rhodey and Tony using their guns to take out targets further away, and the Vikings, having close-range weapons, taking off the heads (quite literally) of anyone who got too close.

"Cover me." Tony flicked his wrists out, and one of the suits sped up in his direction. Eret moved to Tony's side, chopping off someone's arm on the way and shuddering at the way there was no blood, only an unnatural glow as the limb started to reform.

"Hey JARVIS, get the suits to target anyone with an extremis heat signature." The suit assembled itself around Tony, and he blasted into a hovering position a few feet above the ground, using a spin-and-blast move to take out four people. "Right, I'm gonna find Pepper." he said, face plate moving into position as he blasted off.

* * *

><p>Hiccup had, quite tactfully, not mentioned the new development of a fight breaking out to his dragon companion. He'd whispered it to Bruce, who had nodded, understanding, it seemed, the reasoning behind his silence.<p>

Then, he'd got to work on a new tailfin. He wasn't letting Toothless see it - the dragon would surely convince him to go out into the battle if he did, and Hiccup was trying to actually _obey _orders, for once - which meant that progress was slow going.

There was also the small matter of having severely limited equipment. Limited as in he had hardly anything, and apparently no one had thought to bring equipment with them, so he was stuck with what was on the boat.

_'I'm bored.' _Toothless whined, tilting his head around to try and get a better look at what Hiccup was up to. _'What're you doing? I bet you're making a tailfin, and you're not gonna let me use it, 'cause you're a big meanie.'_

_'Being a meanie has nothing to do with it.' _Hiccup sighed.

_'So you _are _making a tailfin?' _Toothless perked up considerably, and Hiccup cursed at his slip-up. _'That was just a guess! Is it nearly finished?'_

_'No.' _Hiccup shook his head at the Night Fury's enthusiasm. _'So don't get too overexcited.'_

_'Is too!' _Toothless argued, dragging the 'o' out. He'd managed to drag the offending fin out, and Hiccup realised that he was right, to some extent.

It was certainly closer to being finished than he'd imagined, and he now had all the pieces he needed. In perhaps ten minutes, he could have a functioning tail put together.

_Knew this would happen. _Hiccup sighed. _'Fine. We can go once I've finished it. But only for a bit!'_

Toothless smirked, gave a celebratory cry, and started chasing his tail in circles.

* * *

><p>"Sir? I have located Miss Potts."<p>

Tony shook his head at JARVIS's unflappable formalness, kicking out as some _idiot -_ he was allowed to call them an idiot, seeing as they'd thought that getting extremis-ed was a good idea - jumped off a crane and latched onto his leg. "About time." he muttered, following the screen's new instructions.

He reached her location, one of the many metal containment units floating around in the air, slightly distressed to find that it had recently caved in.

"Pepper?"

After a pause, he heard a faint "Tony?" from the rubble, and allowed himself to breathe again.

He bent down, and could see her, intact but trapped under a steel beam. "Don't worry, I'll get you out." he promised, looking for a beam to lift. Amongst the sparking wires and out of shape metal, it was hard to tell what moving each part would do. He tried lifting one at random, but Pepper's pained moan was a good indication that, whatever he was doing, he should stop.

"Sorry, sorry," he apologised quickly, setting the rubble back down. "just wait there, I'll get you out." he repeated, stepping back to get a better look at the problem.

An _arm _burst through the floor, grabbing him with such vigour that it dragged him down onto the floor.

"Wh-" Suddenly, Killian was coming up through a smouldering hole, arms glowing and hair tousled in a way that reminded Tony scarily of the old Killian, the weirdo he'd brushed off years ago without a second thought. "Oh."

_This son of a -_

Before Tony had the chance to get up, Killian was on him, hands still glowing and dangerously close to the suit. He was grinning madly, eyes wide with a spark of obsession that was truly terrifying.

"If you wanted to get on top of that badly, all you had to do was ask."

Not that Tony was going to let anyone know that.

Killian grinned instead of responding, and brought a finger to Tony's chest. "Ooh, is that hot in there?" he taunted, pressing the finger down slowly and sending a creeping heat into the armour that transitioned from pleasant to stifling at an alarming rate.

"You stuck? Feelin' a little stuck?"

Tony struggled to crane his neck to get a better view of Pepper. Oddly enough, she was no longer staring desperately at him, but looking off into another, seemingly random, space, recognition spreading across her features. It was enough to distract him from the now burning pain in his chest, and he was able to get up a bit more to see what she was staring at.

"Like a little turtle?" Killian continued, heard only as background noise.

_Oh thank god. _It was Hiccup, come to save him with uncanny timing. The Viking was staring at Tony now, clearly debating whether or not to jump in.

Tony shook his head slightly, the movement small enough that Killian would hopefully see it as jerking back in pain, and directed his eyes pointedly in Pepper's direction.

After a few quite violent eye movements on Tony's behalf, Hiccup got the message, and followed his gaze. Tony knew he'd found Pepper, and, if he could distract Killian for a little longer - he was doing quite a good job of it already, really - she'd be safe.

"Stuck in his little turtle suit?" It was clear that Killian was enjoying his moment of victory, perhaps a bit too much.

"Yeah, whatever." Tony said flippantly; Pepper was safe - he had seen Hiccup and Toothless leave just a few seconds ago, yet Killian still hadn't noticed this - he could afford to be sarcastic now. "That's nice and all, but maybe you shouldn't be gloating your evil plans before they've been hatched, eh?"

Killian growled at that, and heated up his hand, ready to plunge it into Tony's chest and kill him. It was a nice plan; shame Tony wasn't all that into letting it happen.

The arm of the suit was outfitted with a blade, just for moments like this. When Killian swung his arm down, Tony was ready, and the razor edge in between Killian and Tony was enough to chop the former's arm off.

"I'd love to stay, but I've gotta dash." Tony fired a quick shot to Killian's face, and ejected himself from the sparking suit.

* * *

><p>Back with those who were busy trying to kill as many AIM members as possible (Hiccup insisted it wasn't a competition, having grown a sort of sixth sense about the Viking's competitive streak and being able to use the comms), things were going pretty well.<p>

"That makes fifteen!" Snotlout grinned, swinging his hammer down and crushing someone else's head.

"Fifteen _what?" _Tuffnut, now sat on Barf's neck, asked. "Those guys get up after you kill them!"

"Nuh-uh!" Snotlout protested, "Hookfang takes 'em out after!"

Tuffnut shrugged, then laughed as his dragon filled someone with gas. The AIM member's fire power was used against them, and they exploded.

_"Who's gonna get the President?" _Rhodey asked. He raised a valid point; the man was still strung up, though it appeared that nobody was really paying attention to him anymore. _"He's in my suit; I'm gonna need that."_

When nobody volunteered, Fishlegs shrugged. _"Meatlug can take you up."_ he offered, leaning the dragon in Rhodey's direction.

_"Thanks." _Rhodey said as he jumped up, using his new vantage point to shoot another few people - it still had no real effect, but it made him feel a bit better about the situation.

Meatlug set off at a steady pace over to the President, who was still strung up, left quite forgotten in the heat of the battle.

"Watch out!"

The shout, coming from Steve just a moment too late, managed to alert the two riders to the mad AIM member flying at them - in was an uncontrolled descent, so Fishlegs suspected that the star-spangled man with a plan was somewhat to blame for their sudden arrival - and not much else. The woman, there was enough time to see her clearly, but not enough to dodge, collided with the Gronkle at enough speed to knock Rhodey off.

The colonel began his own uncontrolled descent, and managed to land on a crate being lifted by one of the many cranes. _"I'll make my own way from here."_ he told the Viking, who was just managing to keep his grip on his dragon.

Fishlegs nodded, and returned to the larger group for some more ass-kicking.

* * *

><p>"Hold on Mr President. I'm coming to get you." Rhodey panted, hoping that his message had got through despite his breathlessness, and his shout had been loud enough to attract the President's attention inside the Iron Patriot armour.<p>

The sound of pounding against metal alerted Rhodey to the presence of more AIM members, at the end of the walkway he was on but approaching at what was soon to be an alarming rate. Whatever he was going to do, he needed to do it quickly.

With a few more half-hearted words of comfort, said in the President's general direction but almost entirely for his own benefit, Rhodey grabbed the nearest rope and used it as a makeshift zip line and convenient route to the President, jumping off the edge and zipping down just before the man before him managed to get a grasp on his shirt. After a short trip down, he stopped on the edge of one of the crates, planning to use it as a stepping stone.

There were two more AIM members on the crate, both unarmed but clearly deadly, and wearing oddly militaristic clothing. Rhodey shot them, despite knowing that it would have little effect, and used the precious few seconds it bought him to come up with a plan.

Whatever plan he had been concocting never came into fruition, as the man and woman charged him, already recovered. The man reached him first, and Rhodey ducked away while shooting to avoid being sliced in two by the super-heated hands.

Instead of Rhodey being sliced, the chain connecting the crate to the crane lifted it ended up severed. Already on the edge, Rhodey dropped over at the unexpected turbulance and was left clinging on for dear life with one hand, and holdng up his gun with the other.

Well, he could work with it.

"Bye bye!" he said to the two approaching him - Tony wasn't the only one capable of snarky one-liners - and shot the other chain. The crate swung, leaving Rhodey as the only one on it since he already had a hold on it. The two AIM members screeched as they fell. In a wonderful feat of acrobatics - also known as the not-so-neat transfer from holding onto one piece of metal to another - Rhodey reached the President, and his suit.

Below him, the crate fell and smashed against the floor, creating another explosion to add to the heat - it was a good thing he hadn't brought a coat; he'd have melted already (and wasn't that an odd thing to be concentrating on in a life-or-death situation. Rhodey blamed Tony).

"Brace yourself!" he warned, repositioning the President's wrist and triggering a blast from the palm that severed yet another chain - everything was made of metal and Rhodey hated it for its conductivity - and sent both coloneland President swinging just out of the way of the ascending cloud of flame.

"You look great in that suit," Rhodey joked, coming easily out of a roll as he landed - thankfully the President had also made it across without injuries - "but I'm gonna have to take it off you."

* * *

><p>"Where's Pepper?"<p>

Tony startled and turned round, surprised to see that Killian had decided to sneak up on him and then not use the element of surprise to get a cheap shot in. _Meh - his loss._

"Gone." he answered shortly, scouring the ground for any sign of the others because the floor was _on fire, _damn it, and he needed to know that it was fire that was working to their advantage, not killing them.

"Shame." Killian didn't exactly give the reaction Tony had expected; he hadn't risen to the gloat - though it was, admittedly, a bit of a distracted one - and had instead opted to continue sounding high and mighty. "I would've caught her."

_Ah. _So, Killian thought she was dead? Well, Tony wasn't about to correct him. Now, if Pepper actually _was _dead, that comment would've been very, _very _annoying. And a tad bit cruel, and he would've responded by charging.

Killian was probably expecting him to charge.

Well, Tony wasn't one to disappoint.

The two men rushed at each other. Killian went for a leap, fist raised and ready to collide. Unfortunately there wasn't anything for him to collide _with, _as Tony slid under him and carried on running. There was a suit ready and waiting on the other side, which Tony happily let form around him.

He turned back round, faceplate going down just in time to block one of Killian's punches, and started dodging Killian's blows.

After blocking a few hits with the help of JARVIS - and just when had an AI become better than him at fighting, anyway? - he managed to grab Killian's back - on his own volition, thank you very much - and shove him into the railing. The man - the Man_darin, _actually - managed to shake Tony off, and their fists collided as they both went in for a punch at the same time.

Tony didn't think it was fair, that his fist ached with the rebound. He was wearing a _metal suit, _for god's sake.

Killian recovered faster, and rushed in for a bodily shove that sent Tony through the bars and onto a lower down platform. Killian looked down on him, preparing to jump down himself.

A soft click in his ear signified communications opening again.

_Wow. What_ great_ timing._

* * *

><p>"Where are you now, Tony?"<p>

"Uh... a bunch of places. Kinda getting my ass handed to me over here, but it's cool. I'm cool. Cooler than this guy, anyway."

Hiccup rolled his eyes at the response. "Well, Pepper's with Bruce. Dropped her off a bit ago. And the President; Rhodey got him out."

There was a bit of a pause, and a few grunts, before Tony responded. "Okay. You still with Jolly Green?"

"No; Toothless was too excited." Hiccup rubbed the back of his neck. "You sure we can't help?"

"Yeah." Hiccup frowned, sceptical,as the sound of metal clunking together came through the com. "Seriously, I'll be fine."

Hiccup shrugged; he wouldn't be getting anything more out of the billionaire. "Well, okay." Just like that, communication ceased, and Hiccup's mind turned back to his own battle. He had found the rest of the Vikings and the Avengers, with little effort: all one had to do was follow the trail of destruction. A competition was in full swing, and Hiccup was too busy winning it to make anyone stop.

"Ha!" Hiccup fist-pumped as Toothless's blue plasma blast took out another person, then ducked behind a conveniently placed Night Fury wing as the resulting explosion backfired to send debris in flaming chunks of metal raining down on him. "How many's that now? Twenty?"

_'Twenty five at least.' _Toothless boasted smugly, sending a blast out into the air just because he could, and enjoying his alpha-power-enhanced fireworks as it collided with one of the Iron Man armours.

"You have an unfair advantage." Snotlout grumbled, now coming in third - Clint and Natasha had created a team, since they had no dragon power to help them, and were doing surprisingly well without one.

Hiccup shrugged, then turned his attention back to the oncoming AIM army for a moment. "Why are we trying to kill these guys, anyway?" he questioned as he did just that. "Well... I guess we can't tie them up..." he started answering his own question, still pointing for Toothless to blast away at the people surrounding them. "And I guess if they insist on fighting..."

"We might as well kick their asses!" Snotlout finished proudly, punctuating it with a fist pump and explosion of fire on Hookfang's behalf.

"Not exactly how I was gonna finish, but hey." Hiccup shrugged again. "Well, I got news from Tony."

"Yeah?" Steve looked up from where he was bashing someone over the head with his shield. He wasn't involved in the competition, instead opting to be 'an even bigger spoilsport than Haddock over there usually is' (Hiccup didn't agree with Snotlout's assessment of himself, but acknowledged that it summed up Steve quite nicely currently.

"He's fighting Killian. I think we're gonna be done in a few minutes here, if his fight goes well."

"Ah. Are you going off to help?"

"Tony said he didn't need any."

Steve gave Hiccup a _look._

"...Fair point. See you guys later!"

* * *

><p>Tony ejected himself from the suit just in time to avoid another flying punch, and landed in another suit lying in wait for him a few feet down. He'd <em>known <em>that having so many suits was going to come in handy some day. He jetted back up, slamming into Killian and bringing him a few levels upwards and _why isn't he wearing a shirt?_

Because of course, that was the main concern here.

Deciding that he didn't much care about Killian's latest decision to show off his tats, Tony went in for a punch.

Killian dodged it, returned it with one of his own. With a grunt, Tony threw another hit, that collided and sent Killian back into a bit of machinery.

Tony started charging up a blast, but Killian got in first and slid under him, somehow dragging him over the edge. If not for the fact that, hey, his suit could _fly, _Tony would've probably fallen and died.

Reassuring.

Tony threw himself back into the fight, using the jets under his feet to propel his knee forwards with considerable force right into Killian's chest. It was cathartic, really, and Tony went in for a few more propelled hits - one a backhand to the face, another slammed down into his back.

It wasn't until Tony went to kick him and was a bit too slow about it that Killian managed to even things out again. He grabbed the suit leg and prepared a molten hand, which Tony neatly dodged by ejecting his leg from the suit. Killian grabbed him up, and held him out over the edge.

"Well here we are, on the roof."

Tony ejected himself entirely from the suit, just in time. It was mercilessly sliced in half by one of Killian's freakishly hot hands, and left to drop down with Tony, sparking uselessly.

Killian stood and watched both suit and man fall, yet again preparing to jump down onto Tony. He didn't, instead looking upwards into the distance as he panted.

_What's he - _"Mark 42 inbound." JARVIS informed him.

The AI was right; the newest suit was visible now, flying a little off-kilter but still intact, and still - Tony hoped - battle ready. "Well, I'll be damned..." he muttered, "the prodigal son returns."

He rolled onto his knees and stretched an arm out backwards, ready to accept the suit and take Killian down.

It was unfortunate, therefore, that the suit's erratic flight pattern led it to crash into the edge of the metal platform. It fell apart, and dropped to the floor with a disappointing clang.

"Whatever." Tony brought his hand back, looking away from Killian's smirk.

"You really didn't deserve it, Tony."

_Really? We're doing this now? _Tony looked off into the distance questioningly, then turned his attention back to the - completely exasperating - man above him. "True." he conceded. "But neither do you."

Killian jumped down to grab him, and Tony directed the disassembled suit over in his direction. Killian struggled against the suit as it started forming around him, unable to escape or chop it up when he was touching the metal already.

The last Tony saw of Killian's expression was one of complete rage, before the faceplate covered it and the man was totally encased in the suit.

"Hey J? Do me a favour and blow mark 42." Tony turned around, silently cursing the fact that no one was around to see his totally awesome and badass no-shits-given walk away from the impending explosion.

And then he instantly retracted that curse as he pegged it out of there, no longer looking quite as cool as he ran aimlessly over to the edge of the platform.

"Hey Hiccup, could kinda use some of that backup right now..." Tony said, spotting a support beam and jumping onto it to slide to safety.

Behind him, the suit exploded, with the unfortunate side effect of collapsing the support and forcing the beam Tony was _still using, damn it, _to start falling downwards.

So much for that plan.

All that was left was to leap off the beam, and hope for the best.

"Gonna need a suit!" he yelled to JARVIS, opening out his arms and hoping that he didn't end up belly flopping the floor.

A blur of black came out of nowhere to tackle him, and Tony felt the scales uncomfortably rubbing against his skin before he realised consciously what had just happened.

"Oh thank -"

"Don't be thanking anyone yet!" Hiccup warned, looking back over his shoulder at the explosion. He reached out a hand to help Tony up, and the two turned their attention to the flight, rather than the inferno building up behind them.

"Fly us out of here!" Tony snapped, all too aware of the rate the fire was spreading at. Hiccup gestured backwards as a response, and Tony realised for the first time - though it had technically only taken him a few seconds, so the lack of observation wasn't really going to be mourned - that the makeshift prophetic tailfin was not only barely the right shape, but also _on fire._

_Great._

So, it was an uncontrolled landing that they had to go for, and Tony couldn't help but slightly resent the Night Fury's weight as it - he - rolled over Tony several times in their bouncing stutter to a stop.

At least the dragon didn't _land _on him, once they finally stopped, which was more than he could say for Hiccup.

Deciding that the Viking was probably able to withstand his own dragon's weight, Tony fought his way upright in order to attend to more pressing matters, like: _was Killian really dead?_

"Hey, guys." Tony pressed a hand to his ear, just to check that _yes, the earpiece was still in, _"That explosion there? Kinda my fault. A bit. Uh, if you could make your way over, bit of help wouldn't go amiss."

Because it wasn't a certainty that Killian was dead - persistent bastard as he was - and Tony was officially out of tricks.

It was a good thing that he called in backup, as Tony saw movement within the flames. Slowly but surely, Killian staggered out of the wreckage, covered in burns in various stages of healing over. His face was barely recognisable, completely glowing and half singed off.

Tony fell back into Toothless, who was up and _glowing blue _and growling at Killian. Either Killian hadn't noticed the dragon or he didn't care, because he continued stubling forwards, bringing up a glowing arm to point at Tony accusingly.

"I... am..."

Tony gasped as an axe came out of nowhere, lopping off Killian's head and cutting off the end of his sentence.

"Dead." Astrid, thrower of said axe, said, with a tone of finality.

"_Now _can I start thanking people?" Tony asked, turning back to the Viking who was still fighting his way out from under a Night Fury's protective wing.

"Go for it." Hiccup gestured out to the assembled Avengers and Vikings.

"You know what? Nah." Tony relaxed back against Toothless, patting the dragon appreciatively. "It was all us two. If they want all the thanks, they can go do most of the legwork themselves."

"Nice to know we're so appreciated." Steve snarked lightly, then patted Tony on the shoulder. "Well, what now?"

"Now?" Tony looked back at the dragon. He could see how Hiccup thought the Night Fury was so comfortable to sleep on. "Now, we _nap."_

Tony decided to get a head start on that idea, and collapsed back onto Toothless without another word.

* * *

><p><strong>And thus marks the tragic end of the Iron Man 3 section of our tour.<br>(Also hey would anyone be interested in an _exciting and completely rubbish _prize of _more fanfic _for being the hundredth reviewer?)**


	13. What's a Nintendo?

**A/n: (muffled happy birthday playing in the distance) Yeah, it's my birthday - or at least it is where I am right now (go time zones). So here's a chapter to celebrate! (And you could return the favour by sending a review hinthintwinkwink.) This is kinda a filler chapter. The next one probably will be too, then onto the next movie!  
>Anyway, enjoy!<strong>

* * *

><p>After Tony's sudden, though not all that shocking, dip into unconsciousness, the Avengers kicked back into gear almost immediately.<p>

"Right." Steve said, closest to Tony and already taking him up into his arms and away from Toothless. "Anyone else feel like a nap, or are we all helping with... _this?"_

He gestured with his head - arms too preoccupied with supporting a sleeping genius - to the fire around him. A few feet away, one of the metal crates collapsed to the ground with a resounding thud.

"Yeah - I think I'm gonna sit this one out." Hiccup said, surveying the scene with a wince. Toothless nodded in agreement - Steve approved: both Tony and Hiccup looked exhausted - and swept the Viking up under a dark wing. He growled something out that Steve didn't really understand, but could tell was affectionate, and curled up around his rider.

"Well, I'm sure you don't need -" Clint was jerked back as Natasha grabbed his shirt, stopping him from making a quick escape. "- me. Well, since you asked so _kindly..."_

"Is everything okay?" Ah. Steve had forgotten that Bruce hadn't been given an update in a while; he'd stopped listening in on the conversations to concentrate better on Pepper and the President.

"Just peachy." Astrid grinned, clearly impressed with herself. "Tell that President guy that he doesn't have to worry about the Mandarin anymore."

There was a pause in the conversation as the physicist did just that, and Astrid's grin widened.

"So, what are you guys going to do?"

It was a good question. There was still the small matter of a burning... well, _everything, _to attend to, but they needed to get home. And get some rest. And possibly round up some more AIM members, and deal with the political side of the incident... Steve was getting a headache just thinking about it.

Resisting the urge to massage his forehead, Steve answered for the group. "We'll go home. We can get Fury to deal with this. He'll be mad, but he'll get over it."

_Probably..._

* * *

><p>To say that Fury was mad was an understatement. Immensely relieved too, yes, but mad all the same.<p>

Getting a call from Captain America at one in the morning that consisted of a short but to the point: "we found Stark. There's an oilrig on fire. Send clean-up." could do that to someone.

He sighed, and one of the newer agents in the room flinched.

"Call clean-up." he ordered tersely.

The agent winced, but nodded. Despite his anger, Fury couldn't help be amused at the fear from the newbie.

* * *

><p>Tony wasn't really sure when he regained awareness. One moment he'd been stood in the middle of some nicely burning wreckage, the next, he was barely awake and not quite certain what was going on. There was something warm poking into his side, and he could hear his fellow Avengers talking somewhere else in the room.<p>

It was an odd conversation, and Tony was pretty sure it would've still been odd had he been awake to hear the beginning of it. There were words he recognised, mixed randomly with untranslated Norse that everyone else seemed to understand just fine.

Of course they could speak Norse now. Steve was Captain Freaking America; Natasha - well, Tony was surprised that Natasha didn't already know Norse, given her previous displays of Latin; Bruce had spent the last few years travelling the globe and had probably gained a few language-learning skills along the way (though Tony hadn't heard him speak yet, he was assuming that the ma _could _speak Norse); and Clint - despite his best attempts to appear otherwise - was actually rather intelligent.

Intelligence didn't mean maturity, unfortunately.

"Sto'... talkin' all confuse-y..." Tony whined, manging to confuse himself in the effort. Mind still trapped in the haze of sleep, he almost instantly forgot that he'd even spoken.

The Avengers had no such memory problems, and immediately turned to look at their not-so-asleep teammate.

"Tony?"

"Wha'?" Tony mumbled, furrowing his brows and worming around so he was closer to the warmth of the thing by his side.

"You awake?"

Tony chuckled lazily, and turned to face the source of the noise. "S'lly St'v..." he blinked his eyes open, but failed to locate anything in the blur his eyes provided. "'Course 'm 'wake..."

"Right..." Steve didn't sound convinced. "So you're purposefully snuggling up to Hiccup?"

"Wh..." Tony turned back to the warm thing, and through eyes that were just starting to get used to the light, he was able to recognise that, yes, he was giving his Viking buddy a nice hug.

"Yargh!" Tony pushed himself out of the hug, and subsequently off the bed. He landed hard on the carpeted ground, gasping as pain shot up his back. "Ah, god, not doing that again..." he sat up, taking a better stock of his surroundings. "So... any reason why we're all in my bedroom?"

"Well, we had to put you two sleeping beauties somewhere." Clint commented, pointing back towards Hiccup.

"We actually only just got back." Fishlegs admitted, raising his hand as he spoke. "We were just discussing what to do with you when you woke up."

Suddenly, Tony was immensely glad he'd woken when he did. Who knew what Clint would've suggested otherwise...

"Yeah, real shame, that." Clint stated casually, inspecting his nails. "I had this wicked prank lined up. Just a few minutes, and team Science Bros would be _toast."_

_Team Science Bros? _Tony frowned for a moment. _Wait, they were -_

_"Yeah, we're having this _epic _prank war!" _Ruffnut and Tuffnut grinned.

_"Team Birdbrains is _totally _winning!" _Tuffnut continued, to the irritation of his sister. Clint's indignant spluttered protest went ignored as the twins bickered.

_"No, Team... uh... what was our name?" _Ruffnut looked back to Natasha, who supplied a deadpan "The Winning Team."

"Yeah, that's great and all, but aren't we supposed to be working things out?" Tony - who wasn't really sure yet what exactly they were supposed to be working out - asked. "Like... where's Pepper?" He hadn't meant for that to be his question, but the sudden realisation that Pepper wasn't in the room prompted it.

"In the lab with Bruce." Steve supplied. "He's having a look at that 'extremis' thing."

"And why aren't I there?" Tony stood up and dusted himself off. "Come on, Hiccup; we've got _sciencing _to do!"

* * *

><p>"Are you sure you wanna start this now?" Bruce prodded, following Tony down despite the fact that - or perhaps <em>because <em>- he thought it was a bad idea. He'd come to meet Tony halfway as he made his way down to the lab, with plans of stopping him.

Plans that were _totally _going to fail.

"Yep." Tony said simply, out in front with a half-asleep Viking in tow. "No time like the present."

Bruce wasn't even sure _why _Tony wanted to get to the lab. He kept saying things that sounded like he was going to get rid of the extremis in Pepper, which didn't really make sense to Bruce.

"What're we startin'?" Hiccup asked, blinking at the two other men in confusion. If anything, he was getting more lethargic the longer he was awake. "Naptime?" he asked hopefully.

Bruce grinned. "I think Hiccup's onto a winner here." he said conspiratorially, taking the Viking's free hand and using it to slow Tony down. Hiccup ended up strung between the two of them, standing limply and taking the occasional extended blink.

"No!" Tony protested. "We need to fix Pepper!"

Bruce shrugged, a little 'your funeral' gesture, and released Hiccup's hand. "I won't stop you then." he said, slightly resignedly, "But if either of you falls asleep again, I'm calling Steve down here."

"Call 'strid down..." Hiccup mumbled. "'m pillow."

Tony looked at Hiccup. "What was that about a pillow?"

Bruce shrugged, looking amused. "I'll call Astrid, then?"

"Yeah! 'Strid!" Hiccup cheered, then promptly collapsed.

* * *

><p>Astrid rolled her eyes at the sight she came down to. Hiccup had been left unceremoniously in the corridor, slumped in a position that couldn't possibly be comfortable with a note attached to his metal leg reading: "gone to stop Tony blowing us all up. sorry."<p>

It was a good thing Snotlout had decided to follow her down; strong as she was, lugging a Viking with a metal leg through twelve stories of tower wasn't going to be easy. Even if said Viking happened to be ridiculously scrawny.

"Damn it," Snotlout groaned, hefting Hiccup up over his shoulder. Being taller than Snotlout, Hiccup's limbs sprawled out to dangle just over the floor. "why do I have to be the one to drag him up? Why do we even have to drag him? Just wake him up!"

Astrid shot him a _look _that stopped his complaints. "Have you _tried _waking him up? Anyway, Bruce said it was nothing short of a miracle he wasn't injured. You know how long he sleeps for when that happens."

Snotlout shrugged, clearly remembering the long weeks after Hiccup lost his leg, and the awkward few days after the lightning incident.

"Fine." he conceded, "But I'm not sticking around once I get him up to his room."

Astrid grinned knowingly; somehow, she was sure, all the Vikings would end up sticking around to watch their chief sleep.

* * *

><p>Since arriving at the lab, Tony and Bruce had been working in an awkward silence. Bruce was still a bit annoyed that Tony had just left Hiccup in the middle of the corridor, but the feeling was being overridden by concern for the billionaire. He may claim to be a selfish asshole, but Bruce knew that he was actually quite nice. If solving the extremis 'problem' was so urgent that it required dumping sleeping friends, there must've been a little more to it than just it being something that made Pepper 'not normal'.<p>

"What's extremis?"

Tony scoffed. "You know what it is, it's what they injected Pepper with. Makes her glow red, get all hot - well, hot_ter -"_

"No, what's so bad about it?" Bruce specified, unimpressed by Tony's avoidance tactics. "If it was just something that meant she was harder to kill, you wouldn't be putting in so much effort to get rid of it."

Tony sighed. "It makes people explode, okay?"

"And you saw this?" Not for the first time, Bruce wished he knew what had happened in the brief time Tony and Hiccup were considered dead. Tony was already pretending that nothing had happened - something that didn't surprise the physicist, after the time he'd spent with him - and Hiccup was too busy being asleep to answer any questions.

Tony shook his head. Bruce decided to take his word for it. For now.

* * *

><p>"Do <em>you <em>know what extremis is?"

Pepper shook her head, fiddling with the bed sheets. She'd left Bruce a while ago, not really wanting to go through the sure-to-be-awkward reunion conversation with Tony yet. "Bruce hadn't worked it out by the time I left. I probably know less than you, actually."

This whole being-kidnapped thing was getting pretty inconvenient to Pepper. Even Natasha, who she'd kept in contact and been pretty friendly with prior to Killian's arrival, was treating her differently. Like spending a couple of hours, most of which she wasn't awake to experience, with a madman was supposed to have done something to her.

"I'd ask Hiccup," Astrid said apologetically, "but he's still asleep."

Now _there _was someone whose special treatment made sense. Spending several days in forced close quarters with Tony Stark had probably sent the poor boy mad. If not, the random battles everyone seemed to be getting into lately would probably do it.

"Is he okay?" Natasha asked, looking over at the Viking in the bed. His dragon was hovering around - though not literally; it seemed that his broken tailfin was preventing that from happening - and occasionally getting in the way.

"Yeah." Astrid smiled slightly. "Probably won't wake up again for a few hours, maybe a day, but he's fine."

"What about you two?" Pepper asked, trying to ignore the looks the two others sent her. "I wasn't even in the battle," she defended, "all I got was this lousy extremis thing."

Natasha chuckled at the joke, but didn't bother explaining it to a slightly confused Astrid. "Yeah, those guys might have been hard to take down, but that doesn't mean that they were any good at fighting."

Astrid nodded along. "I'm fine, but my axe isn't! Turns out, Killian's neck was hot enough to _melt it!"_

_She _decapitated _him? _Pepper had known that Astrid was a Viking - so must've been typically violent, bloodthirsty, able to fight - but she still couldn't picture her killing someone. Perhaps she was just being naïve - she made a mental note to get over that, if she planned on sticking around all the superhero types.

"I can see why Tony spends so much time making suits now." Pepper confessed. "I thought he was just being paranoid, but if this stuff happens all the time around you guys..."

"Oh, no, he's still paranoid." Natasha said, "That's what keeps you alive in this line of work."

Astrid grinned. "Don't let Ruff and Tuff hear you saying that. You'd never hear their names and 'paranoid' in the same sentence without an 'anything but' in the middle."

* * *

><p>Over on the other side of the tower, those not watching sleeping Vikings or 'sciencing' were having a deep, intellectual and overall enlightening discussion.<p>

"You mean to say you've _never played Mario Kart?"_

Well, certainly enlightening. For Clint.

Steve shook his head. "None of this stuff existed back in the 'good old days'." he explained, miming quotation marks.

"Well, aren't you guys lucky you ended up here!" Clint grinned at his slightly confused audience. "Clearly, you haven't lived if you haven't enjoyed the wonders of Nintendo!"

"What's a Nintendo?"

Clint collapsed in a dramatic swoon, complete with hand to forehead. "'What's Nintendo', they ask! Oh, the _horror!"_

"A company that makes video games." Steve provided, smiling amusedly down at his overdramatic teammate. "Uh, games that you can play on the TV."

He'd already explained the concept of television to them. It had been a long, difficult conversation.

Clint soon got over his dramatics, and got off the floor to turn the TV on. He fiddled around with the various boxes underneath the TV - someone had once explained what they were all for, but Steve hadn't cared enough to remember - until the Mario Kart logo came up on the wall-mounted screen.

"Seriously, you're gonna love this." Clint assured them, picking up a few remotes and tossing them out randomly. "Only four can play at a time." he explained, "Shall we do winner stays on? Yeah, thought so."

Steve rolled his eyes at Clint not waiting for a response - if the winner stayed on, the archer was sure to spend the most time playing - but didn't object.

"Aren't you gonna teach us?" Snotlout, one of the lucky few - along with Ruffnut and Eret - to catch a remote, asked.

Clint pretended to consider the question for a moment.

"I believe in learning on the job."

* * *

><p>Bruce sighed as he stared down the microscope. He may have been a scientist, but that didn't mean that sitting there and watching cells move around randomly was any fun. He was <em>supposed <em>to be finding some sort of order to the extremis DNA, or just something inherently different about it that you could see _before _you started bashing it with a hammer.

"You got anything yet?" Tony asked, to which Bruce shook his head. Conversation had slowed to a halt now that they were working, and the silence was growing more and more awkward.

"This isn't really my area of expertise." Bruce explained as way of an answer.

Tony sighed. "We're going to be here for a while, aren't we?"

"Yeah." Bruce agreed. "We could fill the time by talking about what happened when you were 'dead'."

Tony stiffened, then sighed. After a moment's thought, he grinned. "Alright then." he agreed.

Bruce hadn't been expecting it to be that easy. He wasn't sure whether to be afraid or not.

"A famous man once said, we create our own demons..."

Bruce decided that he would live to regret his nosiness.

* * *

><p>"Where are the dragons?"<p>

Astrid paused mid-stroke of Toothless's neck.

"I know he's here," Pepper continued, gesturing towards Toothless, "but where are all the others?"

Astrid resumed stroking, adding in a scratch every few seconds. "There's a room near the roof." she explained. "They usually land there, then go down the outside to come in through the windows in our rooms. They disappear, see?" Astrid walked over to the window and pressed her hand against it. The panel swept across, going into the wall. As it did, Stormfly came through and landed next to Toothless.

Pepper watched the exchange between the two dragons Stormfly was saying something, but Toothless wasn't reacting. After a while, the Nadder gave up. Stormfly looked over at Pepper, squawked something out in Dragonese, then left the way she came.

"What did she say?"

"Something about... a friend?" Natasha said, looking over to Astrid for confirmation.

The shield maiden closed the widow, then walked back over to Toothless to pet him some more. "Yeah," Astrid confirmed, "she was happy I'd found a new friend."

"What do the dragons usually do?" Pepper asked, staring out of the window to where she could still faintly see Stormfly retreating.

"Fly about high enough that no one notices them." Astrid gave up on petting Toothless; he wasn't reacting at all. "Do you want to go for a flight?"

Pepper shook her head. "I've had enough excitement for a while."

Astrid nodded her understanding. She was silent for a few seconds, then sighed, flopping back against the bed. Beside her, Hiccup didn't stir. "You know, not getting shot at is nice and all, but it's really _boring."_

Pepper smiled at that. She'd only known the Viking for a few hours, and already she was seeing her as an adult the same age as Natasha and herself, rather than the barely-twenty year old comparative youngster that she was. "What do you usually do for fun?" she asked. "Back on your island."

"On Berk? Go flying, stop whatever stupid plot one of our selection of hapless villains has concocted to kill our dragons, uh, train..." Astrid sat up again, but sat slouched, shoulders hunched and head bowed down in thought. "We might not have been doing fun things all the time, but we were always doing _something..."_

"And what've you been doing since you came over from Berk?"

"Learning English, mostly. But I can speak that pretty well now. And going for flights..."

"Why don't you start working on your dealing with boredom skills." Natasha suggested, small smile revealing her joking intent.

"Or maybe we could just find something to do." Astrid shot back. "I bet the other guys have something interesting... or stupid and dangerous."

"It better not be something destructive," Pepper warned, "I'm sick of having to fill out paperwork for tower repairs."

"Well, if it _is _destructive, we can go stop it!" Astrid grinned. "Hey, JARVIS! Do you know where the others are?"

* * *

><p>"You son of a - hey! That was <em>mine!"<em>

_"Well it's not anymore!"_

"Uh..." Astrid stood, hand still on the door handle. She could quite clearly hear the devolving argument next door - between Fishlegs and Steve, of all people - and, judging by their expressions, so could Natasha and Pepper. "I think we're gonna be stopping something destructive, then."

A sudden strangled cry of rage brought all eyes back to the door. "Why would you _do that?" _Clint sounded physically pained. "You - you... you _blue shelled me!"_

Astrid shot a look back to Natasha in confusion - was blue shelling another strange modern (or possibly spy) term that she had yet to learn? Apparently so, since both Pepper and Natasha had relaxed, and were smiling in amused exasperation.

"It's okay; they're just playing Mario Kart."

"Mario what?" Astrid tried to ask, but Natasha and Pepper ignored the question as they pushed past her, entering the living room (one of three that the tower boasted).

"You absolute - oh, hey Natasha!" Clint brightened up as his fellow agent entered the room. "Here to get your ass kicked?" He plucked a remote out of Steve's hands - prompting a spluttered protest - and offered it out to her.

Natasha accepted it, flopping back down against the sofa closest to the door - she loved sofas that were soft enough to flop onto - and her attention was transferred fully to the game. "I think we all know who's going to be doing the ass kicking." she taunted, fiddling around with the controller.

Astrid watched on, lost. On the screen that everyone was paying such rapt attention to, there were four brightly coloured characters, each sat in different cars that kept on changing at random.

_"It's a videogame." _Fishlegs explained, beckoning Astrid over to the biggest sofa in the room, which the Vikings had taken over. It was large enough for Astrid to sit down with comfortable room, even though Ruffnut and Tuffnut were both draped across it, taking up as much room as possible.

_"And that means?"_

_"The remotes," _Fishlegs raised a white remote Astrid had never seen before - it was entirely different to the ones she was familiar with, for the TV, _"control those characters. And a couple other things. Right now, we're selecting our carts."_

_"I see." _That explained the name.

_"Want to have a go?" _Fishlegs held out the remote. _"I'm Bowser at the moment, but I'm sure they'll let you change if you like."_

Astrid took the remote, and looked at the screen. _"Who's Bowser?"_

Fishlegs pointed to the bottom right hand of the screen, where a spiked turtle sat on a ridiculously small bike. Astrid looked back down at the remote, then over at the screen. The turtle looked stupid. Humorously so, but still.

Back to the remote, and the oddly shaped protrusions she knew to be buttons. There was only one she recognised, the power button present on the TV remotes.

_Better not press that one._

Underneath that were all the buttons she didn't recognise. There was a large circle labelled 'A'; a cross shape; three in a row, labelled with a minus sign, a house shape and a plus sign, respectively; then two more, labelled '1' and '2'. Turning it over revealed a 'B' button.

Astrid wasn't even sure if she was holding it the right way round.

_"You hold it sideways." _Fishlegs advised quietly. Astrid followed his instructions, managing to swap Bowser's ill-fitting bike for a larger car - or 'quad' - which was apparently the standard. Not really knowing or caring what that meant, Astrid continued to pick large wheels and a Bowser Kite.

She was the last to finish selecting, and once she had done, the screen changed to a new selection, this time of eight cups. Clint, holding a pad that Astrid hadn't noticed before, seemed to be making all of the decisions here. His grin was positively manic as he selected a cup from the top right - Astrid didn't catch the name - and chose the last track on the list.

For some reason, this annoyed the others playing the game.

"What did he do?" Astrid asked Natasha, who didn't look as annoyed as Snotlout, but was still frowning.

"He only went and picked Rainbow Road!" Snotlout complained loudly. "That's, like, the hardest one!"

Clint smirked. "Just because you're not good enough to stay on the track." he taunted. "Oh, and by the way," Clint turned his grin directly to Astrid, "prepare to die."

* * *

><p>Two hours and hundreds of frustrating losses later, someone <em>finally <em>beat Clint.

It was Pepper, who turned out to be a closet expert at the game, who managed it in the end. It could only be described as a humiliating defeat for Clint, who could only glare at the mushroom - on Mr Scooty, of all bikes, with massive cushion tires - on the screen, for fear of inducing Pepper's wrath if he glared at her instead.

"How did you _do that?" _Clint's anger eventually died down, replaced with pure astonishment.

Pepper gave a sly smile. "I had a lot of free time during Tony's Afghanistan stint. And a whole mansion full of the latest technology. Naturally, this was what I chose to spend my time on."

Clint nodded in proud agreement. "Damn right - this is the best game!"

* * *

><p>Hiccup never woke up in time to help with extremis. He slept for a full week, then reappeared one day at dinner to a mass of hugs. He chuckled awkwardly at the display of affection, slid back into his usual seat at he table between Tony and Astrid, then life returned to normal.<p>

"You missed out on a whole bunch of awesome sciencing, my friend." Tony informed him sagely, passing him a plate pre-loaded with macaroni cheese. "And the epic recounting of out tale of woe, but you were there so I guess you didn't miss much in that regard."

Hiccup nodded, mouth too full of pasta to respond. When he finished his mouthful, he paused to ask: "What sciencing?"

"We only went and cracked extremis!" Tony grinned. "We know what we need to do to get rid of it now. And Pepper's getting it removed next week."

Hiccup nodded again. His mind was still clouded from sleep, enough that thinking about complex, practically impossible to get rid of - and frankly weird - injected superpowers was a bit beyond his mental capacity. "That's good." he commented vaguely.

"You okay there Hiccup?" Snotlout asked his cousin. "You look like your head's about to go into your food." After a moment's pause in which he realised what he'd just said, he added: "Not that I'm worried or anything."

"Yeah." Hiccup didn't have the energy to be exasperated by Snotlout's Vikinglyness'. "Just tired."

"Tired?" Tuffnut asked incredulously. _"How could you be _tired? _You slept for a _week!"

_"He's tired 'cause he slept for a week, idiot!"_

_"How does that work?"_

Ruffnut responded by banging heads with him. As their argument devolved into a fist fight, everyone else's attention returned to Hiccup.

"Why don't you go back to bed then?" Astrid suggested. "I'll help you up," she added, taking her and Hiccup's empty bowls over to the sink, where one of Tony's dishwashing robots - because of course Tony had those - took it off her. "otherwise you'll probably end up sleeping in the corridor again."

* * *

><p>"We need more living rooms."<p>

"You have three already." Hiccup pointed out, not looking up from his work. Pepper's extremis had been removed, and Tony had decided that the perfect way to celebrate would be to introduce Hiccup to solar technology. Amongst other things. "What would you even need it for?"

"Mario Kart, duh!" Tony shook his head at Hiccup sadly. "Only four can play at a time, and we have too many people for all three living rooms to let everyone play at once."

"Uh, we only have one too many people though," Hiccup noted. "so one of us would be playing on our own."

Tony took a moment to think about it. "Huh. And that's only if we count Thor, too..." He dismissed the idea as easily as he'd proposed it, and made his way over to the table Hiccup was working at. "So: solar powered tail?"

"Looks like it's working." Hiccup confirmed, holding it up to show the billionaire. "It'll be interesting to see how Toothless reacts to it, at any rate; I haven't told him about it yet."

At the mention of his name, Toothless looked up from the corner of the lab he'd been placed in hours previously after the fourth time he nearly caused the whole lab to explode. _'What haven't you told me?'_

Hiccup looked expectantly over at Tony.

"Ah come on, you can't expect me to understand him already!"

Hiccup raised an eyebrow. "If you don't practise, Pepper's going to end up better at it than you."

"Fine." Tony looked over at the Night Fury. "Hey, can you repeat that?"

_'I said that you were a massive idiot who couldn't speak Dragonese to save his life.'_

_'Now,' _Hiccup said, stifling laughter as Tony tried to translate the sentence, _'I wouldn't say he's _that _bad.'_

Toothless huffed, and turned back into the petting he was getting from a softly laughing Bruce, who knew enough Dragonese to recognise when someone was being insulted.

"Hey!"

A full two minutes later, Tony worked it out. "I'm not _that _bad!"

"That's what I said." Hiccup replied evenly. "Anyway, get over here bud. And try not to set anything on fire this time."

_'So, what is it?'_

"It's a solar powered tailfin." Hiccup explained, using English for Tony's convenience. _'Not really sure what it's gonna be good for,' _Hiccup confided, speaking too quickly for Tony to translate, _'but Tony's really enthusiastic about it, so at least give a try, okay?'_

Toothless looked the tail up and down. _'It's not one of those ones that lets me fly without you, is it?'_

Hiccup grimaced. "Unfortunately, yes. I thought we were over this hatred, after you realised that they let you protect me better."

_'Fat lot of good that did.' _Toothless sulked.

Hiccup rubbed Toothless's head. "I made this one stronger. A little fire should be no match for it."

_'...okay,' _Toothless relented, rubbing his head against Hiccup's palm, _'I'll try it.'_

"Hey, as nice as it is to witness half a conversation," Tony interrupted, "I'd like to be a bit more in the know. We trying this thing or not?"

"Just gimme a minute to attach the tail, then we'll go up to the roof."

* * *

><p>"Oh, hi Pepper!" Tony grinned brightly and waved over at the three girls at the other end of the corridor. "We're about to go for a flight. Want to join?"<p>

_"So you finished the new tailfin then?" _Astrid asked.

Tony glared up at the ceiling as JARVIS failed to translate. "Come on!" he moaned, "I don't understand any of this yet!"

"And whose fault is that?" Natasha asked.

"The Mandarin's." Tony sulked. "Anyway," he brightened abruptly, "flying?"

"Yes, we'll come along." Astrid humoured him, speaking English that time. "Odin knows you'll end up getting into trouble if we aren't there to supervise."

"What does my father know?"

Tony, along with everyone else on the corridor, span round to find a hammer-wielding technical god stood by the door leading to the roof.

"Point Break!"

* * *

><p><strong>And that's the end of Act 1 Intermission 1 Part 1 (homestuck got me like)<br>How're you liking that not-exactly-a-cliffhanger?  
>Remember to give a birthday review (or not (except do please))<br>I'm hoping to get another chapter up at least before the new year, but who knows if that's actually gonna go down...**


	14. Let Us Never Speak of This Again

**A/n: this chapter, the characters finally took over the plot entirely. I swear, the main point of this chapter wasn't even planned. I was writing it before I even knew what happened. They've gained sentience.  
>In other news, merry belated Christmas and a happy 2015 (all 4 days of it).<br>Fun fact: school starts again tomorrow. I was lying, the fact isn't fun and I'm dying inside. Just in case any of you guys are suffering in the same way, here's a filler chapter which is (hopefully) humorous.**

* * *

><p>As it turned out, Thor was quite enthusiastic to go for a ride on one of the dragons. Even more so than Tony, who had made no less than twenty Norse mythology puns in the ten minutes since Thor's arrival.<p>

He was running at a steady pace of two puns per minute, showing no signs of losing steam and thoroughly irritating everyone within a ten metre radius. Apart from Thor, who seemed oddly amused by Tony's antics.

"Okay, the first thing to know about riding a dragon," Hiccup began his impromptu crash course - it had taken all of those ten minutes to get over the practical heart attacks and then finish the journey to the top of the tower - "is that you need to earn the their trust."

This lesson was only for Thor, leaving Tony to pun Natasha and Pepper into oblivion.

Thor nodded, allspeak allowing him to understand the Norse - or perhaps it allowed him to understand the English, being a _Norse _god - and looked over at his chosen dragon, Stormfly. (Of course he would go for the one with 'storm' in the name; he really was asking for the joke that followed, courtesy of the resident billionaire and self-claimed Pun Master Extraordinaire. (Clint was the sole competition for this title, naturally.))

"How should I gain the affection of this fine creature?"

_"Probably flattery."_ Hiccup confided quietly, throwing in some English to ensure the dragon didn't hear, _"Nadders can be pretty vain__" _

"I see!" Thor didn't quite get the cue for secrecy, though Hiccup wasn't much inclined to call him out on it. Over with the Americans and Russian, Toothless was laughing at his rider's fanboying. Thor raised a hand to Stormfly's head. "May I be given the honour of sitting on the back of such a beautiful beast?"

_'Not that you really need to ask,' _Stormfly stooped to let Thor jump up, _'since where I come from you're a god.'_

Hiccup shrugged agreement, then went over to give Toothless a friendly thwack for his amusement.

_"Right!" _he grinned, clasping his hands together - the English for Tony's benefit - _"Let's test out this tail!"_

* * *

><p>The tail worked, though Hiccup couldn't quite work out what the solar energy was doing to help it work. It was best he didn't find out though, he figured, since he'd most likely find out how important it was once it stopped working, as was the norm.<p>

"That was fun!" Thor decided, plopping himself down on the sofa beside Hiccup - and prompting a subtle cough of _'shut up' _from Hiccup over to a chuckling Toothless.

_"Dude, can't you already fly?" _Clint asked, followed swiftly by a colourful expletive and a brief spell of button mashing as he was blue-shelled.

"The frequency of flight doesn't take away from the pleasure of it." Thor replied evenly.

_"Yeah, just 'cause you're a scaredy pants who refuses to get up there -"_

_"No, I just refuse to go up in your metal deathtrap, thanks." _

_"- doesn't mean the rest of us don't love it. And watch your mouth; I'm gonna start a swear jar if you keep that up."_

_"But you're a billionaire!"_ Clint complained, _"Why do you need more money?"_

_"It's a deterrent."_ Tony responded smugly._ "To protect Hiccup - and the other guys' - innocent ears!"_

_"I'm a Viking."_ Hiccup deadpanned. _"We take classes in expletives."_

_"It's true!"_ Fishlegs confirmed. _"Advanced Rudery was never Hiccup's best subject, though, even if he did come up with the most inventive curses. Not enough force behind it to be insulting."_

_"Thanks for that."_ Hiccup grumbled, as Clint and Tony absorbed the new information.

_"Advanced _rudery_?" _It was Pepper who finally caught on to the oddity. _"What about maths? English?"_

_"Honestly, it's a miracle the twins can even count to ten."_ Snotlout dismissed._ "You only need numbers for telling people how many things you beat up."_

_"They can count to ten?" _Hiccup asked, impressed. _"Wow, what's that, five numbers in five years?"_

* * *

><p>"Remind me why we're doing this, again?"<p>

"'Cause!" Tony replied, looking briefly up from his work desk. "Since the others went to the expense of making us an official team, we need to return the favour!"

"By pranking them?" Bruce raised a sceptical eyebrow. There was a surprising number of people on the team who had singular eyebrow control.

"Exactly!" Tony agreed. "They did invite us into a prank war, after all! And we have something they don't!"

_"Charming personalities and great looks?" _Hiccup intoned sarcastically.

"No: science!" Tony, who knew enough Norse to recognise the sass, corrected.

"What are we going to do? Make a pranking suit?" Hiccup abandoned Norse, recognising it as a now-futile way of employing snark.

"Not _quite._" Tony glanced back over at the Mark 42, "But that's given me an idea..."

* * *

><p>"How is this a prank?" Hiccup asked, confused and utterly unimpressed at Tony's proposal.<p>

"Ah, Hiccup," Tony shook his head woefully, "so tragic that you were brought up a Viking heathen; you know not of the sophisticated, subtle art of pranking in the modern world."

"It's usually a pie to the face, actually," Bruce revealed, trying to sound disapproving but ultimately failing. "Don't get the wrong idea about what a _real _prank is."

Tony gasped, clasping a hand to his chest. "You _wound _me!" he breathed dramatically, knees bending slightly as he acted out a swoon.

"We could always throw a pie at their face anyway," Hiccup suggested. Pie-throwing sounded fun, and Tony's original idea would, if not remove the consequences entirely, at least forestall them for a while. "with the suit."

Tony gave the idea deliberately deep thought. "Well... we'd need some pies..."

"Couldn't we just make some?" Hiccup suggested, slightly worried that he was accurate in his guess as to what Tony planned on doing. "There must be more than one kitchen, so no one would notice..." he trailed off; Tony had clearly made his mind up, a determined look darkening his gaze even for something as insignificant as pie acquisition.

"We're going to the shops." Tony grinned at the groans he received. "Come on, it'll be fun! We can go and buy some pies, and walk around in the freshly polluted New York air, and -"

"Start getting questioned by people and hassled by the press?" Bruce guessed.

"_No, _we can -"

"Get odd looks for the peg leg? Have a run in with a random criminal?"

Tony sighed. "You're both so _negative. _Okay, so they're valid points, but I still think we should go out. I'll deal with the media stuff, and you can do the buying."

"How big a scene do you think your suit could cause?" Hiccup asked, thinking, "Because I have a different idea."

* * *

><p>Tony looked down at the crowd, a sea of New Yorkers who really should be more used to weird stuff happening by now, and laughed. The general reaction to his presence was to gape up at him, letting Hiccup sneak past on his Night Fury.<p>

"Hello New York!" Tony yelled, throwing his arms out. "Tony Stark of the Avengers here, not dead, just checking in on everyone. How 'ya doing?"

Surprisingly, people actually answered. Rather vocally. Tony nodded along as the genuine comment devolved into general noise-making.

Bruce shook his head as Tony continued his crowd-rallying. "Why are we doing this?" he asked despairingly.

_'Because it's awesome!' _Toothless answered, forgetting that he was supposed to be staying quiet. Over with Tony, the crowd were too busy being in awe of the gold-titanium alloy clad superhero to notice the unnatural growls. _'We're like spies, or something!'_

"Spies on a mission to save the world by buying some pies to throw in the faces of arguably the most dangerous people on Earth..." Bruce said, still no more impressed, "Can anyone else say kamikaze?"

_'Ooh, I can!' _Toothless was a bit too excited to have the higher thought level needed to recognise sarcasm. _'Kamikaze!'_

_'I don't think he was being literal...' _Hiccup said, as quietly as he could manage. _'And I'd hardly consider them the most dangerous people on Earth... Now come on, we need to buy these pies!'_

Tony had given instructions that led the trio to a nearby shop, which JARVIS had already sent an order to. The employee out front looked frazzled when they walked in, and started at the sight of the dragon.

"They're here!" he called into the back. To his three customers, he said: "I just got the order a few minutes ago. It was from you, right? We got the message about who - what - to expect..."

"How many dragons do you expect to find in New York?" Bruce asked, as way of confirmation. The employee smiled slightly.

"How many pies do you think we're capable of making in such short a time?" he asked in response. "Why would you even _need _that many?"

"Because the Avengers are the least mature bunch you'll ever meet." Bruce said wearily.

"Oh come on, you agreed to this too!" Hiccup interrupted. "I bet you're secretly enjoying this!"

Bruce smiled slightly, but said no more on the matter. "Come on, let's get these pies."

They'd already been paid for in advance, so Bruce and Hiccup loaded the pies onto a large crate on Toothless's back, then left.

"Oh, by the way," Hiccup popped his head back round the door a few seconds after it came to a close. "I wouldn't go outside if I were you, for the next... three or four hours. Bye!"

* * *

><p>"This was the best idea <em>ever!" <em>Tony cackled.

He was currently hovering, via the use of the Mark 42, about twenty metres off the ground. The crowd that he'd managed to gather while Hiccup and Bruce were off pie-collecting were rushing around below him, while JARVIS provided targets amongst the helpless citizens.

"We're going to need some more pies, though," he shouted back to Bruce, who was looking slightly wobbly in a suit of his own - sprayed a vivid hulk green, naturally, with purple as a secondary colour. The physicist nodded, and jetted off. Tony took a moment to marvel at how Bruce was managing to have an unstable flight, even with JARVIS's autopilot, before turning back to the crowd.

He sighted a man coming out of a nearby skyscraper. His suit indicated that he'd been in some sort of meeting, _and _he was sporting a hat and briefcase to boot. _Well, he clearly needs a bit more excitement in his life... _Tony tossed a pie, and the man's hat was knocked clean off in the impact.

"Headshot!" Tony cried out, punching a fist out into the air.

The people of New York had been under attack by Hiccup, Tony and Bruce for about half an hour now. In that time, Nick Fury had attempted to (and then given up on trying to) persuade Tony to stop. After five minutes of SHIELD's director shouting into their ears, the three had driven him off with a sing-song chant of "Pop-eye's a party pooper!", which kept up for a good ten minutes, until Fury finally sighed, and, with a click that somehow sounded disappointed (Nick Fury had a talent for making things sound disappointed, even if they weren't able to convey emotion or change tone. _Especially _then.) he ended communication.

Hiccup, in his own suit for the targeting system if nothing else, spotted someone holding up a camera. Rather than be terribly embarrassed, or possibly ashamed, as he probably would've been under normal circumstances, the rush of giddiness the sheer ludicrousness of his actions was giving him made him approach the man.

"That gonna be on the news?" he asked, pointing to the camera. The man nodded, eyeing the pie in the Viking's hand with caution. Hiccup noted that the apparent reporter's clothes were, presently, clean. _That needs fixing... _"Good." Hiccup responded to the nod, then backed off a bit. "Make sure this gets on."

"Hey guys!" he waved at the camera. JARVIS was sure to have switched the TV over to the news, and Clint had been playing Mario Kart for the last 24 hours and assumedly still was, so there was at least one Avenger there to receive the message. "It might not be against you directly, but I think we can all agree that this puts Science Bros at a pretty much unbeatable first, right?"

He nodded to the cameraman. "Thanks." he said, then promptly threw a pie directly at the good fellow's face.

* * *

><p>It was two hours before the Science Bros finally ran out of steam, and of pies. Hiccup traded the suit - autopilot was such a useful function - for his dragon, and they made a hasty retreat.<p>

The streets surrounding the tower were, by then, empty. And completely covered in cream.

* * *

><p>"What were you thinking?"<p>

"Mainly how funny everyone's faces looked, to be honest." Tony shrugged. "And anyway, I think we brought a bit of excitement to everyone's lives there, so, technically we were doing them a service!"

Judging by Fury's unimpressed expression, he didn't agree.

"It was irresponsible, reckless, it could've got someone injured -"

"Probably not," Hiccup intoned helpfully, "JARVIS has really good targeting; we'd've known if the pie was gonna hurt someone."

Fury glared.

"Okay, shutting up now..."

"There's not much you can do about it now, really." Natasha pointed out. "Besides, nothing was tied to SHIELD."

"Yes." Fury agreed. Tony grinned at his helpful teammate. "Which is why I've decided to leave SHIELD out of this completely, and leave Mr Stark to deal with the bad press himself."

Tony shrugged. He was still getting off lightly, all things considered.

"I'd suggest starting with a public apology, which is why I've organised an interview for you. It's in a few hours; they're coming to the tower to do it, actually."

As Tony spluttered, shocked and suddenly inconvenienced - though not enough to regret the glorious Popeye chant - Fury marched out of the room, irritatingly smug.

"And a good day to you too!" Tony said after him, once he was sure the director was out of earshot.

* * *

><p>Paul stared up at the tower, squinting as the windows glittered in the sun. He was relatively new at being a reporter, but he was no stranger to being the newbie, so he was almost certain that he'd only been chosen to do the interview at the Avengers Tower because his fellow reporters didn't think that Tony was being entirely serious.<p>

Paul couldn't blame their scepticism. The billionaire had just ambushed New York's streets... with cream filled pies. Nevertheless, there was still a chance that his encounter wouldn't end with a pie to the face, so here he was.

The front doors appeared to be sliding ones, though they didn't move as Paul approached. Craning his neck to view the upper doorframe and wondering who exactly was tall enough to warrant such a tall door, Paul nearly toppled over backwards when a voice rang out.

"Ah, you would be Mr Hanson."

The voice came from above, and Paul found himself craning his neck even more to try and discern its origin.

"I am JARVIS, Mr Stark's AI." the voice continued. "Are you Mr** Hanson?"**

"Uh..." Paul nodded dumbly, then, not sure whether the voice - AI, whatever that was - could hear him, "Yeah. Paul Hanson."

"Nice to meet you." JARVIS was still speaking in monotone. Paul wondered how a computer - it sounded like a computer, anyway - could genuinely _enjoy _something - they weren't capable of feeling... right? - as he walked through the now-open doors.

"Uh, thanks." Paul offered, taking a look around the entrance. For someone as rich, and show-offish, as Tony Stark, the room was surprisingly bare, nondescript. There was a staircase to the right, and a lift to the left, but otherwise nothing of particular note. It didn't look unwelcoming, though: the lighting was such that the room was clearly visible, but not too stark - pun somewhat intended.

"The elevator will take you to the right floor." JARVIS prompted.

"Right!" Paul startled back into action, and entered the lift. It was strange - like a normal lift in any other way, except it had a grand total of zero buttons.

It appeared to be operated by the AI - Paul was, by now, fairly certain that this 'JARVIS' could see him - as the doors shut behind him as he walked in, and the strange feeling of weightlessness that came with being lifted at considerable speed set in.

"Good day, Mr Hanson." the AI said, as the lift came to a smooth stop, and the doors opened to reveal a living space, furnished with a few leather settees and a small bar area. "Mr Stark will be with you presently."

'Presently' turned out to be exactly as JARVIS finished speaking. Tony Stark made his grand appearance, jetting down the outside of a tower in an Iron Man suit.

"Hello there." the billionaire said casually, as his suit disassembled around him.

Paul gave the man a once-over. He didn't appear to be concealing any pies on his person, but the reporter didn't relax just yet.

"I'll be honest with you, I didn't actually organise this interview thing." Tony walked over to a seat and leant back into it, gesturing Paul to do the same. "Head of the Avengers decided I needed to do a public apology. Apparently that means talking to you."

Paul 'hmm'ed agreement, placing his bag down next to him. "I have the camera with me. Where should I put it?"

"Wherever." Tony waved the question off, then stood up again. "Want a drink?" he asked as he approached the bar, holding up an empty glass and shaking it slightly.

"No thanks." Paul shook his head; they were getting off topic. "About the interview..."

"Yeah, I'll get round to it." Tony was walking back now, with a drink, and a glass of what appeared to be orange juice with a tiny parasol, and... was that a _raw fish? _The billionaire set the drinks and the fish down on the table, then set about arranging the camera himself. "You seem like a nice guy, whatever your name is, so I'm gonna warn you about this... I'm gonna get my friend down here, and he has a dragon."

Paul blinked. "Dragon?" A komodo dragon, possibly an electronic one?

"Yep!" Tony confirmed. "Hey, J, tell Chiefy-poo to get his butt down here."

"...Chiefy-poo?" Paul muttered, thoroughly confused. The interview - which still hadn't even started, technically, was definitely not going the way he'd expected it to.

Tony grinned at him, then turned back over to the landing point for the suits. Paul hadn't been present at the Pie Incident, but he'd heard about it, and there had apparently been more than one suit present. _Maybe this Chief guy is one of the ones from the suits?_

_Ah._ Paul was out of surprise by now, so he settled on indifference. _He meant a literal dragon._

How had nobody noticed an actual dragon flying around?

"Nice dragon." Paul complimented, as the young man - he looked barely out of his teens - with a strange prosthetic leg climbed off the black dragon and walked over.

"Thanks." the dragon rider said. "I'm Hiccup," he introduced, "and this is Toothless."

Toothless opened his mouth and snarled threateningly. _Oh. That name doesn't really fit._

* * *

><p>Meanwhile, the rest of the Avengers were watching the video feed from the security cameras.<p>

"That's amazing!" Clint tried and failed to contain his laughter, and ended up rolling off the sofa and onto the floor.

"He is coping well with the revelation of the dragon?" Thor guessed.

"Are you kidding?" Clint laughed. "Nah, he's losing it right now. Look at that blank stare. I bet he doesn't even know what's going on anymore."

Natasha gave a smile of her own. "This should make the apology a bit more interesting. So, is it on now?"

"The introduction is." JARVIS informed, and the TV screen switched to show the right channel. "I assume you're watching it?"

"You know us well, kind ceiling voice."

Clint quirked an eyebrow. "You know that's not what it is, right?"

"Is it not a voice?" Thor asked evenly. Clint nodded. "Does it not resonate from the ceiling?"

"Yeah, but -" Clint sighed. He knew when he was beat. "Whatever."

Thor grinned.

"Okay, it's starting now," Astrid pointed out. "Look, there's Tony. And... not Hiccup?"

The others who had gathered in the room - Clint and Thor, as well as Ruffnut, Tuffnut, Natasha, and, surprisingly enough, Steve - immediately dropped their casual banter to watch the interview.

After a short introduction - not that there was anyone, even living under a rock, who didn't know who Tony Stark was - the interviewer began. _"So Tony, I understand that you want to explain the... incident?"_

_"Oh, yeah, totally." Tony grinned in the camera's direction. "Hey guys," he grinned even more, "why don't you come down here, be a live audience, 'stead of sulking up in the tower?"_

_"Ah, yes," the interviewer spoke for the audience's benefit, "this is coming live from the Avengers Tower, so Mr Stark -"_

_"Tony."_

_"- Tony, is talking to his fellow Avengers." the interviewer finished, not tripping up over Tony's interruption. "Now, if you would explain the events, please?"_

_"Oh, yeah, that." Tony scratched his head thoughtfully. "It was just a bit of fun, y'know? Me and the rest of the group are having a prank war, of sorts, so I was participating. Team bonding exercise!"_

_The interviewer nodded. "I see. Now, I have one of the co-conspirators here - not one of the Avengers, but... a friend?"_

That was a guess; apparently Tony hadn't given away the Vikings just yet.

_"Yeah." Hiccup came onto the screen with a little wave to the camera. He sat back against the sofa, shifting into a position mirroring Tony's. "I don't really get what you want me to say, though," the Viking continued, "it was just a bit of fun, and it was kinda hilarious..."_

_Tony laughed. "Exactly my point! If not for Popeye the Prickface, we wouldn't even have to do this whole 'public apology' deal." The billionaire looked directly into the camera. "That's right: we're not sorry. So you can get the sticks out from up your asses and deal with it!"_

_The interviewer spluttered his way through a conclusion to the interview, and the screen cut back to the studio, where an amused anchorwoman chuckled: "Well, that was certainly interesting. Next up -"_

Before the next piece of news could be broken, the TV switched itself off.

"Well, that went well." Natasha said - without sarcasm, surprisingly.

"That was good?" Steve asked, incredulous. "What's bad, then?"

"Last time SHIELD organised him an interview he ended up announcing that he was Iron Man." Natasha deadpanned.

"It gets worse," Clint added, noticing the astonished looks, "he only did it to spite this chick who said he wasn't a hero."

"Hey! It was totally worth it - did you even see the look on her face?" Tony was at the window, which was just opening to allow him in.

Clint shrugged. "I prefer the look on people's faces when I demonstrate my epic archery skills. Or my amazing intellect."

"So modest." Hiccup came in behind Tony, hovering for a moment before disembarking Toothless. "Paul left," he told Tony. "JARVIS said he'd made it out."

Tony nodded. "Good. He'll probably be fine."

"Sir," JARVIS interrupted, "MrHanson just collapsed outside the tower."

"Like I said, _just fine." _Tony repeated. "And now, let us Never Speak of This Again."

* * *

><p>"So, uh, Mr Thor,"<p>

"Just Thor is fine." the Asgardian smiled.

"Oh, sorry, uh, Thor... Not to be rude, but, why did you come back?"

"Guess he finished beating the ever loving crap outa people." Clint said. Fishlegs scowled at the blasé archer. "Oh come on! Just cause you worship a guy with the same name doesn't mean I have to act like he's the best thing since sliced bread!"

"Maybe sliced bread was the best thing since Thor." Natasha guessed, noticing Fishlegs' confusion at the expression. "Anyway, yeah, you're probably just gonna have to get over it, Legs; Clint's not one to respect people, and Tony isn't either."

"I think we're getting away from the point here," Astrid said pointedly. "Why is Thor here?"

"I have finished bringing peace across the Nine Realms." Thor explained.

"See? Told you!"

"Shut up, Clint."

"And," Thor acted as though the spies hadn't interrupted him, I wished to once again meet with Lady Jane."

"Ha!" Clint grinned, "Betcha didn't know your Almighty God is in love with a moorrtaaall!"

Thor looked oddly over at Clint, who was waggling his fingers mysteriously in Fishlegs' direction. "I am also mortal." he pointed out.

"Okay, so maybe there are a few differences between our Thor and yours." Astrid conceded. "But aren't you married to Sif?"

"Lady Sif is a good friend," Thor agreed, "but to marry her?"

Fishlegs gaped, in a marvellous impression of a fish. "You - you didn't marry... Wow..."

With that, the confused Viking stood up and wandered off, muttering something about telling the others the news.

"So, Lady Jane?" Natasha prompted.

"Oh yeah, you weren't invited to Mexico." Clint realised. "Well, she's an... astrophysicist? Probably - anyway, she's sciencey. And she was the one who found Thor." That prompted a memory, and Clint gave a quiet laugh. "I remember her face when we took all her stuff. And her friend was more interested in the loss of her iPod."

"Lady Darcy." Thor provided. "She was the one who tazed me."

"Someone tazed you?" Tony stood in the doorway, Astrid and the other Vikings behind him. "I need to meet this guy."

"She's a girl." Natasha corrected.

Tony shrugged. "Guy is totally a gender neutral term." He moved into the room, giving space for the others to file in after him. "So, when do we meet 'em?"

"We?" Clint repeated, "Who said anything about 'we'?"

"Me, just then, Mr Spoilsport." Tony grinned, then clasped his hands together. The rest of the room - excepting Thor - groaned, some less internally than others; Tony clasping his hands together always heralded a new, usually brainless, plan. "So where is this god-tazer?"

"In England." Natasha replied, not missing a beat. "What?" she said in response to the odd looks she gained. "I looked her up in the SHIELD files when you mentioned her."

"Okay then, looks like we're all taking a trip to England!"

* * *

><p><strong>1000 Captain Obvious points to the first guy to guess which movie we're doing next.<br>Oh yeah, and it appears they've taken down the spellchecker? God damn you fanfic that was the only one I had! So yeah, any typos you saw there were equal parts my laziness and fanfic fan-fucking up.  
>Last thing I swear: we passed 100 reviews! <em>Yeah! <em>Here's to getting 100 more (and not mysteriously stopping at 199 like other fics I could mention *glares at D:OoB*)**


	15. Science (Bros) Siblings

**A/n: Guess who's back, back again, it is me, tell yo friends.  
>Yep, here's a nice new chapter. A bit shorter than usual, but the end was a good place so I just left it.<br>I've been writing this since I first put up the last chapter, so I actually can't remember what I wrote in the first half... oh well, I'm sure it's not _too _bad... hopefully...**

* * *

><p>The decision to go to England was an easy one to make. Tony put across a compelling argument; Thor couldn't be trusted to get to England by himself, so <em>someone <em>would have to go along to help him not create an international incident.

Fury himself had approved the Avengers going over there, though he'd been a little less impressed about the idea of taking the dragons along for the ride.

_"Stop trying to create international incidents!" _the director had snapped. Despite Tony's insistence that, since nobody had really noticed the dragons in New York - either that, or they were _really _relaxed about the idea of dragons being a thing that existed - it shouldn't be a problem in England, Fury was insistent.

In the end, Fury won. The dragons were stuck on the helicarrier until everyone got back from England.

_'This sucks.' _Toothless complained. _'Why do I have to miss out all the fun?'_

_'Because apparently people don't take too kindly to dragons.' _Hiccup explained. _'Don't get annoyed at me, I don't like this either.'_

Toothless snorted. _'Yeah, because this place has really been protesting the dragons flying around the tower.' _he snapped sarcastically. He rolled his eyes. _'I hate this place. When are we going _home?'

_'As soon as that portal opens up again.' _Hiccup sighed. _'Well,' _he brightened, _'we should be making some leeway on that in England; one of the guys who works with this Jane is the guy who made the portal in the first place.'_

_'Well get him to make it as soon as possible.' _Toothless demanded, _'Or possibly sooner. If that 'angry' guy tries to give me another order, I'm gonna fry his head, I swear.'_

_'Please, don't.' _Hiccup said tonelessly. _'It would be terrible... But seriously, don't kill him - and he's called Fury, not Angry.'_

Toothless shrugged. _'Same difference,' _he said, and proceeded to whack Hiccup lightly with a paw. _'Now go, before I change my mind about not killing him.'_

_'Toothless!'_

_'Just kidding!'_

* * *

><p>The dragons were given a few fish as bribes for good behaviour, a few goodbyes, and then they were off. Waving at them as they left from the top of the tower were the Vikings and Thor - the other Avengers were already downstairs and in the limo - Stark apparently now refused to be seen in public unless in one - ready to leave.<p>

"A shame that mythical beasts aren't commonplace on Midgard," Thor said regretfully as they piled into the elevator. "their presence will be missed on the plane."

Hiccup shrugged. "Their presence would be missed a lot more if some organisation took offence to them at the airport."

The other Vikings mumbled agreement, then fell back into silence until the lift came to a smooth stop. The doors opened and the group filed out, right through the entrance and into the back of the limo.

"To the airport, Happy."

Happy, who was still partially mummified, grinned at Tony - who technically wasn't his boss anymore, even if he was the acting-chauffeur until he'd recovered enough to continue working at Stark Industries. "Sure, boss."

* * *

><p>Hiccup sank further into his seat and regretted ever deciding to come along with the Avengers. He moved his fingers apart for a moment to check that the twins were still alive, at least, and then firmly planted them back over his face.<p>

And he'd thought that getting stopped at airport security was bad.

Apparently, the excuse of a peg leg wasn't accepted for triggering the metal detector. So he had to go through without it. And _then _it turned out that you weren't allowed swords. Thankfully, Natasha and Clint had done _something _to get security off their backs, and Inferno was returned before anyone could realise that the sword could set on fire.

Back on the plane, it was a marvel that nobody had been thrown off. Neither Ruffnut nor Tuffnut were capable of sitting still for more than five seconds, and had so far managed to open the plane's door, nearly make the plane _crash, _break into the pilot's cabin and start a food fight.

"It could be worse." Astrid pointed out, sharpening her axe and studiously ignoring the poor man sat next to her, who looked like he was about to wet himself at the sight of the weapon. _Okay, maybe not so much of a miracle that no one's objected yet..._

"I dread to ask how..."

"Well, the plane's not on fire yet!" she said cheerfully.

Two rows in front, a seat burst into flame.

Hiccup raised his eyebrow.

* * *

><p>"Never getting in one of those again." Snotlout vowed, shuddering. He was an odd shade of almost green. Tuffnut gave him a 'helpful' smack on the back and offered up his helmet.<p>

Snotlout look it gratefully.

"Ugh, _gross." _Ruffnut pulled a face, turning away from the two boys. "I'm never touching that helmet again."

"Good luck with that," Tuffnut retorted, "it's yours!"

As the twins started squabbling, Hiccup sighed. _Will the twins _ever _grow up?_

"Probably not." Astrid answered the unasked question, surprising Hiccup. She smiled.

"Where's the portal guy?" Fishlegs asked, looking around.

"Selvig." Hiccup corrected, "And I don't know. He should be with Jane, wherever she is."

Fishlegs slumped even further - an accomplishment given his usual stance. "I thought it was going to be quicker than this... at this rate, Meatlug's going to miss her bedtime story!"

The idea of Meatlug getting a bedtime story from SHIELD - more specifically, a stone-faced Fury - made Hiccup smile. "It'll only take a few days. I'm sure you could get Natasha to call and check up on everyone."

Fishlegs perked up at the thought, and straightened up just in time to get hit by an enthusiastic Thor's hammer.

"To Jane!" the Norse god cried out, not noticing the Viking sprawled on the floor.

Fishlegs twitched as Thor stepped on him on his way to the exit. "Oww..."

* * *

><p>Ian peered through the door, which he was currently holding ajar. Not at all cowering behind. Okay, but that was only because of the <em>Avengers <em>on the other side of the door.

"Hey, Darcy?" Ian looked over at who was technically his boss - it was slightly degrading to be an intern to an intern, but it was interesting, at least.

"Yeah?" she acknowledged, looking up from the papers on the table. She saw Ian's expression, and made her way over.

"Uh, did you get into some trouble in America? Because the Avengers -"

He'd barely got the word 'Avengers' out of his mouth when Darcy shoved him out of the way and yanked the door open.

"Hey!" she greeted the Earth's Mightiest Heroes with a smile. "How's your avengin' going?"

"You're the one who tazed Thor?" Tony Stark - Ian couldn't believe it: Tony _Stark - _asked. Darcy nodded, looking quite proud. Tony returned her grin: "Yeah, I like this one. Can we keep her?"

After confirmation from Natasha that no, they _couldn't _keep Darcy - "Don't try and puppy-eyes me, Stark. I've resisted even Clint's best attempts." - the group piled into the flat, which went from cosy to cramped somewhere between Thor and Fishlegs entering. Even when taking all of the chairs in the flat and putting them around the small kitchen table, there were still people stood up.

"Where's Jane?"

It was Clint who finally asked, after Tony had finished getting his detailed account of New Mexico out of Darcy.

"She went out." Darcy answered, extremely helpfully. "Uh, I'll go get her!" the assistant decided, standing up and working her way through the crowd of Avengers and Vikings towards the front door. "Hey Ian, keep them all entertained!" she ordered as she left, shrugging her coat onto her shoulders.

"So..." Ian looked over the collection of rather famous, and ridiculously powerful, individuals. "Heh..."

They looked back at him expectantly.

"Anyone for a cup of tea?"

* * *

><p>Jane looked across the table. Her date looked as awkward as she did - she wasn't sure what to think of it, really.<p>

"So..." she attempted, inwardly cursing herself - that was _not _the right thing to say, what was she even thinking? - but still persevering, "um,"

Her date smiled, though it looked forced. "Ordering food," he prompted.

"Uh, yeah." She looked down at the menu, pretending to read it while she wracked her brain for a good conversation starter.

"There's only three options." her date - she couldn't even remember his name, this was bad - spoke up. Her stalling time was up.

"Oh, yeah." This was a terrible idea, she should never have come. "I -"

"Hey!" A chipper voice interrupted the moment. Jane looked up to confirm its source, and didn't know whether to feel relieved, or start crying.

"Hello, Darcy." she greeted, cutting off her date's words - probably for the best; he seemed to think that Darcy was a waitress. "This is Darcy," she informed the Brit sitting across from her, "my assistant."

"Hey there!" Darcy grinned at the man, "you must be Jane's date." Suddenly, her face fell. "Jane's date... uh, Jane? You have to leave."

"What? Why?" Jane glanced over to her date, whose expression she couldn't read.

"You just do," Darcy said cryptically, "trust me." Then, she took Jane's hand and pulled her out of her seat, grabbing the attention of everyone else in the restaurant.

"I'm so sorry," Jane called out to the Brit as she was dragged off, cheeks heating with her growing embarrassment.

Back at the table, Jane's date sighed. He hadn't expected it to go well, but this was a whole new level of failed date. "That's okay." he said redundantly, setting his menu down and standing up - might as well leave before someone tried to make him pay for something.

* * *

><p>"What is it that was so important, anyway?"<p>

Thor perked up as Jane's voice drifted down the corridor, barely heard past Tony's story. Since being introduced to tea, the group had settled into a strange story time, with everyone trying to outdo each other with the weirdness of the situations they'd gotten into.

"Jane!" the Norse god grinned.

"Yeah, whatever," Tony dismissed, "so anyway, then Rhodey had to explain to the president that the Earth wasn't _actually _under siege by mutated chickens, and that he was probably going to have to replace his oven." The billionaire sighed, lost in the memory. "Best Christmas ever."

Now that Tony had finished speaking, everyone was able to listen to the conversation happening outside. Jane was fiddling with her keys now, not quite managing to get them in the lock properly in her frustration. "Seriously, just tell me. It can't be _that_ surprising."

Darcy made an odd noise, a mix between choking and a laugh, as Jane opened the door slightly harder than necessary. She dumped her bag and coat by the door, then turned to enter the flat properly.

"Oh." Jane stood corrected: it _could _be that surprising. She could honestly say she hadn't been expecting the Earth's Mightiest Heroes to be sat around her table, in her flat, drinking her tea, chatting with her intern's intern... and Thor was there.

"Jane!" Thor stood and made his way over to her, grinning. Jane stared at him for a moment, standing right in front of her, then took a step forwards.

_Slap._

It couldn't have hurt; Thor was a demi-god, and Jane hadn't even really put her all into it, but his head still moved with the hit, which gave Jane some satisfaction to see.

"What was that for?" Thor asked, moving his head back to face Jane.

"Sorry," she apologised, not really meaning it. "Just had to make sure you were real."

"I thought it was customary to inflict pain on _yourself _in such a situation -" Thor was cut off by another slap, which caught him just as off-guard as the last.

"Also, it's been _years!" _Jane snapped. "You said you were coming back!"

"The bifrost was destroyed," Thor explained, surprisingly patiently, "and the nine realms thrown into chaos. Aside from joining the Avengers in protecting your world from by brother, I have been off fighting to restore the peace."

Jane frowned, still annoyed. "As far as excuses go, it's not _bad..." _she allowed.

"So," Tony Stark appeared in between Jane and Thor, just as it was looking like they might go in for a kiss. "I hear you're a scientist? What're you working on?"

Mood effectively ruined, Jane led the resident Science Bros into her room to show off her latest project. It was a scanner, of that Hiccup was sure, but he had no clue _what _it was scanning.

"Cool." Tony plucked it straight from Jane's hands, fiddling around with the controls. "What does it do?"

Hiccup tried to follow the conversation that followed, but he wasn't exactly well versed in astrophysics. He could tell that it was supposed to scan for anomalies - temporal ones, apparently - and that Tony was very impressed: he kept muttering about adding her to the Science Bros (or perhaps Science _Siblings, _now).

"So you built a Thor detector?" Tony summed up. "Neat-o." He frowned as the screen started flashing with new data. "That happen often?"

"No..." Jane took the device back with a frown. "I've never seen anything like that before."

"What does it mean?" Bruce asked, glancing at the erratically spiking readings with a frown.

"I have no idea." Jane admitted.

Hiccup sighed. He may not have been an expert in the field of space-y anomalies, but he _was _an expert in the field of world-saving and general adventuring. This was a textbook situation. "I guess we're going to have to go and find out, then."

* * *

><p>Locating the source of the scanner's messed up readings necessitated the putting together of more scanners and assorted bits of tech (and Jane became an official Science Sibling somewhere in the process).<p>

Once found, Ian drove everyone over. Well, most people: Tony and Hiccup travelled in their suits, each carrying passengers (Astrid, Bruce, and the resident SHIELD agents), and Thor used the spin-your-hammer-'till-you-fly method, which still left a completely packed car.

There was much relief once the site was reached.

And what a site it was. It looked like your average abandoned building, but Natasha knew that _something _was going to happen in there - when around people like Tony Stark, things like that became a given - and that something was probably going to end up in some adventure-type mission.

So, it was with some trepidation that Natasha entered the building.

It appeared just as normal on the inside, though it was definitely not: Jane's scanner was by now reading off the scale, and had taken to randomly making high-pitched beeps. Still, it was silent apart from that, and the footsteps of the group, and -

"We're not alone." Natasha's head snapped over to the side of the room. The dust was unsettled, and not from their walking through. It was still falling - whoever was there must be hidden behind the wall.

Before anyone could take action, the culprits revealed themselves. It was a group of children, still partially hidden by the wall.

"Hey, have you seen anything weird around here?" Hiccup asked, leaning forwards a bit to get closer to them.

The children looked at each other, then back to the group. They nodded.

"Can you show us?"

* * *

><p>"Huh." Snotlout looked the truck up and down appraisingly.<p>

"That's all you're gonna say?" Hiccup asked, considerably more impressed than his cousin. "Seriously?"

"I just don't think it's that impressive." Snotlout defended calmly.

"Not _impressive?" _Hiccup's voice rose in pitch, and he gestured wildly to the truck, looking between it and Snotlout as he stretched his arms out at it, hands out and tensed. "It's _floating!"_

"So?" Snotlout inspected his nails, then shrugged. "We live with a group of superheroes, and we came out of a portal thingy that sent us to another _universe." _he explained. "Speaking of - when are we gonna meet that Selvig guy? I thought that was why we came."

"Oh, yeah." Hiccup laughed awkwardly. "Kinda forgot, with the whole floating truck thing... which I still say you should be at least _pretending _to be impressed by."

"What's this about Selvig?" Darcy asked, taking time from her appreciation of the floating truck to listen in on the conversation.

"He's the guy who made that portal in New York, right?" Darcy nodded, and Hiccup continued, "Well, we were hoping he could make another one, since that portal was how we got here."

"Oh." For some reason, the conversation had suddenly become awkward. "Well, I think we need to work on finding out about this thing first... heh... why don't you ask him later?" Without giving time for Hiccup to respond, Darcy returned to Jane's side.

"Well that was weird." Snotlout decided.

"Hmm..." Hiccup looked over at the hiding intern. _Must be something up with Selvig..._ Which was, of course, exactly what he needed. _Great._

"Hey, there's something else over here!" Ian called from further in the building. Deciding that, if Ian thought it noteworthy even with the truck that defied gravity, it was probably even more strange, everyone followed the assistant's voice.

* * *

><p>"I don't get it." Tony said. "It's just a staircase."<p>

"You'd think," Ian agreed, "but look at this." He picked up some nearby litter - an empty water bottle - and tossed it into the gap between the stairs.

Tony looked up at the bottle, then followed it down before it hit something invisible in the air and disappeared, leaving behind a rippling effect. A few seconds later, it came back out from a spot a few metres overhead.

"Well," the billionaire said decisively, "if that isn't a middle finger to physics, I don't know what is."

"Probably the truck." Natasha grinned as Tony startled, having not noticed her. "You know, the _floating one?"_

Tony shrugged. "Fair point."

"What caused this?" Bruce asked, slightly concerned, more than anything, at the existence of the portals.

"I don't know." Jane shook her head, looking at her scanner again. She hit it against the banister, then frowned at the results.

"What about your spacey friends?" Darcy asked, poking Thor's chest. "They say anything?"

"I have not heard wind of any such occurrence." Thor said. He too was frowning at the portal.

"Huh." Tony shrugged. "Would've thought you guys had some sorta spacey weather forecast."

"What - this morrow, thou shalt encounter-eth space anomalies on thine girlfriend's planet?" Clint suggested, speaking in a formal mockery of Thor's somewhat Shakespearian speech.

"I do not talk like that all the time!" Thor defended. "Fishlegs and Son of Eret have promised to teach me how to talk 'less posh'."

Tony grinned at the two Vikings. "Good luck with that, guys."

Hiccup, who had been watching the looping bottle until now, looked disapprovingly at the group. "I'm going to see if there's anything else." he decided.

"Ooh, you can't go alone!" Tony warned. "This is the bit in the horror movie where you get killed by the monster."

"Anyone else coming to protect me from this 'monster'?" Hiccup offered.

Bruce stepped away from the stairs, followed by Jane.

"I'll stick back and make sure the twins don't do anything stupid." Astrid said, glaring pointedly at Tuffnut, who was dangling Snotlout's hammer over the edge of the rails.

"No one else?" Hiccup checked. "Alright then - let's go."

* * *

><p>Following the readings on the scanner had yielded no results thus far. It appeared that they were walking towards <em>something<em> - and a big something, at that - but they hadn't encountered it yet.

"So..." Hiccup began his weak conversational attempt. "You work with Selvig?"

Jane turned away from the readings - they had peaked again, then gone back to normal, but there was still no visible effect - "Yeah. Why?"

"Well, I know he was the person who built that portal in New York -"

"He was brainwashed." Jane interrupted. "He's not evil, he -"

"Oh, no - I don't think he's evil. It's just that us Vikings came through the portal," Come to think of it, Hiccup wasn't actually sure if Jane _knew _that he was a Viking. If she kept up with the news, perhaps... "and we need it opening again so that we can get back home."

"Ah." Jane's reaction was much like Darcy's, now. "Well... I'm not exactly sure where he is..."

"So he isn't even here?"

Jane shook her head regretfully, not looking up from her scanner. "The whole mind control thing's sent him a bit insane... he came to England with us, researching something, but then he just... ran off." she explained. Hiccup sighed. _Of course he isn't; why would this be easy?_

"Well, we'll just have to find him then!" Tony grinned, raising a fist to the air. "We'll get Spider-butt to use her 'mad spy skills' -"

Mid sentence, Tony disappeared. The other three stopped abruptly, staring at the ripple he left behind. For a second, Hiccup almost thought Natasha was to blame, taking revenge for being called Spider-butt, but a ripple in the air? He'd seen that before; it was -

"Another portal!" Jane breathed, reaching out a hand to trace the air where the ripple had spread out.

"Don't get too close -" another universe and a different language away from the last portal, Hiccup found himself replaying the events with striking similarity. Again he was too late; Jane's hand stretched out just a bit too far, and she was gone too.

Hiccup looked over at Bruce. "What now?" the physicistasked, staring at the second ripple.

"Uh..." Hiccup stalled, running a hand through already-unkempt hair. "I don't - uh -" _Oh, for Thor's _sake!

Hiccup wasn't quite sure exactly how surprised he was. It was a surprising event, sure, but _something _was going to happen eventually. It might as well have been this.

"Let's just throw all caution to the wind and freaking jump in. Why not?" Was that the edge of hysteria that Hiccup could hear in his tone? Probably. Was he about to do something he would regret immensely later? Definitely.

_Oh well, what's life without a few risks?_

Not allowing the physicist beside him the time to think on Hiccup's words, the Viking grabbed his hand and marched forwards.

* * *

><p>Since the resident scientists had left, the group that stayed behind had kept on watching the portals at work. They'd been at it for long enough to become desensitised - one can only watch rubbish fall for so long, blatant defiance of the laws of the universe or not.<p>

"We need to throw in something _better." _Darcy decided, watching the endless cycle of a few pieces of rubbish. "Hey, Ian. Throw in your shoe."

Ian looked over at Darcy uncertainly, then started slowly taking off his shoe as requested. He got it fully off, then dropped it over the edge.

The twins watched the shoe fall a couple of times, narrowly avoiding getting their heads hit each time as they leant further and further over the railing.

"Shoes are boring!" Tuffnut decided, by now leaning fully over the rail. "Check _this _out!"

He then proceeded to shove his sister over and through the portal, following her with a laugh. Everyone watched as the twins disappeared from view, then reappeared back at the top.

"This!" Tuffnut shouted as he fell, voice suddenly cutting out as he disappeared.

"Is!" It was Ruffnut who continued, slightly ahead of her brother in the loop.

When Tuffnut came back round to yell "awesome", he was the only Viking falling.

"Where's Ruffnut?" Astrid asked, suddenly alert and over at the railing. She turned back to the children who had directed them. "Where'd they go?"

The children shrugged, helpless and indifferent. "Sometimes things don't come back through."

"And you didn't think to tell us _before _this happened?" Astrid lunged for the children, and jarred to a halt as Natasha got a good grip on her arms.

"Guys, what's going -" Astrid span back to the portals in time to see Tuffnut fall into the bottom one. He didn't reappear.

* * *

><p><strong>YES. Finally finished and getting it out to you lovely people. Not sure if you've noticed, btw, but I'm putting up info on my profile about the chapters, so you can check there if you want to know when the next update's going to be.<br>Finally, review (please and thank)**


	16. Why Does The Crazy Stuff Happen To Us?

**A/n: if you follow HPATPFAU, this is a double-whammy update. If not, it's a regular update, but you haven't had one of those in like a month or something ridiculous, so it's an improvement.**

**Also enjoy.**

* * *

><p>Hiccup experienced the sensation of going through the portal - somewhat like being dunked under cold water while being shaken violently. When the feeling stopped, quite abruptly, too, it was only Hiccup's past experience with the unconventional mode of transport that allowed him to stay upright.<p>

Bruce, totally unprepared for his cross-dimensional trip, ended up greeting the floor with considerable force. The portal threw him to the ground, where he lay, thoroughly disorientated and regretting asking his Viking friend what to do, as he tried to regain his senses.

Hiccup surveyed the three people on the floor. Bruce was fine - not in danger of Hulking out, at least - and Jane was... shaking Tony? _What?_

"What are you -"

"He was hyperventilating, then he just stopped breathing!" Jane cried, dropping the billionaire and sending a panicked look over at Hiccup.

Still slightly reeling from the discovery of and trip through the portal, it took Hiccup a moment to put the pieces together. _Why isn't he breathing... Oh. We're in space. And we just went through a portal._

Realising that this probably meant that Tony had experienced a flashback to the last time he went through a portal, Hiccup bent down awkwardly and scooped his friend up in a half-propping up, half-hugging effort.

"It's okay, Tony," he said, wishing he had the suit, or Toothless - _should've known we'd get into something... Why did we listen to Fury?_ - with him to help, "just breathe. You can breathe here."

Tony's eyes, clouded with his panic, started to clear as Hiccup repeated his words. He took a deep, shuddering breath, then several calmer ones as he stopped leaning on Hiccup and sat up for himself.

After a few minutes, he'd regained his bearings enough to realise that there were several people watching him. Tony sprang up and dusted himself off. He cleared his throat. "Uh, that was... A bit of an inconvenience, the whole PTSD thing, huh?"

Bruce looked at the billionaire for a second, then sighed, and pushed himself off the rock to stand up. "What now?" he asked. "What is this place?"

It certainly wasn't earth, whatever it was - other than the hunk of rock they were currently stood on, there was only a gigantic expanse of darkness surrounding them. _Not at all foreboding..._ And, now that Hiccup was concentrating more on his surroundings, he noticed a strange noise.

"I can answer the second question," Jane said, taking the scanner up from where she'd tossed it. "It's what's causing this."

The noise was coming from the scanner, which had by now given up entirely on the screen, which was now blank except for the occasional flicker of the off-the-scale readings from before. It was giving off a continuous, high pitched _beeeeee-_

The sound cut off abruptly. Tony shrugged unapologetically at the floor, where the scanner lay, even more broken and now emitting the odd spark. "It was getting annoying."

Jane looked mournfully at her equipment. "What now, then?" she asked.

"Back through the portal!" Tony announced with exaggerated cheer. He span round to where Hiccup stood, then stopped abruptly. "Uh, wherever the portal is."

"We might as well investigate this place," Hiccup reasoned. "It'd be useful to know something about whatever's been causing these portals."

"Fine." Tony relented, "But only for a bit."

"What is there to investigate?" Bruce wondered aloud. "We don't have that scanner anymore."

"A big flashing sign explaining everything, perhaps," Hiccup suggested. "Whatever's here, we won't be able to find it unless we look."

Now that he was properly looking at it, Hiccup could see a strange tint to the rock. It was almost pulsing, sending out a barely visible red light. _What's_ - He stepped forward to look at it better, and the red became notably more visible. _Huh._

"I have a bad feeling about that thing," Tony warned.

Hiccup refrained from mentioning that Tony had a bad feeling about everything to do with space, and instead continued edging towards the - admittedly suspect - light source. It really _was_ odd, how it kept growing, almost like it was reaching out to him...

"Is that light moving?" Jane asked, sounding concerned. Hiccup didn't see what was so bad, the light was clearly calling to them, they should just accept its call and -

A nice strong tug from Bruce brought Hiccup back to his senses.

"What was that?" the disgruntled Viking asked, suddenly aware that he was standing right by the rock, and _had the light just receded?_

"That's what we should be asking you!" Tony snapped, "You just stared walking towards it like you were possessed or something, and you nearly touched it." He turned to Bruce, "Good job pulling him back, god..."

It startled Hiccup to realise that he was actually still holding his hand out to the rock. He snatched it back, rubbing it absently while he pondered the new information.

"So that red thing's trying to touch us?" he wondered aloud, "I guess we probably shouldn't be giving it what it wants, if it'll possess us to get it... Any luck finding the way out?"

Tony glared at him. "You think I'd still be here if we'd found the portal?" he asked, tone slowly turning to one of hysteria, "How'd we even lose it? We just came through the stupid thing!"

"Well, the 'stupid thing' disappeared, so we're going to have to find it." Bruce suggested, somewhat sharply. "Maybe we fell further than we thought we did - we might have to jump up to it." He wrung his hands together while he thought.

Again, Hiccup made the tactical decision not to speak his own mind - in his experience, portals tended to just disappear on you, and he was certain that nobody wanted that little idea planted in their mind, if it wasn't already... "You guys start waving your arms in the air then," he suggested instead, "I'll go see if it's any further back."

Tony agreed and started jumping around - hopefully the fear of looking stupid would override any doubts about the portal's continued existence - and Bruce took the less energetic path of walking around with his hands raised, still fidgeting. Before getting onto his own designated task, it occurred to Hiccup that there was still someone without a task to carry out.

"Hey, do you want to look back here with me..." Hiccup invited, turning to look at Jane only to realise that she was now much closer to the rock than she had been previously. "Jane?"

Hiccup jogged over to her awkwardly - the ground was bumpy, he realised now that he wasn't being possessed by a rock - to find that her eyes were glazed over, much like he imagined his would've been a few minutes previously. "Shit."

The curse, however soft, drew the attention of the other two. "What is it?" Tony asked, abandoning his arm-waving attempt to join Hiccup's side.

"She's got it too." Hiccup explained. "How did Bruce get me out?"

Tony shrugged. "Hey Bruce, how'd you do that thing before?"

There was no reply from the physicist.

"Bruce?" Tony repeated. Back over at the suspected portal site, Bruce was sat on the floor, taking deep breaths. "Ah, looks like we're on our own for this one. Hmm..." Tony stuck a hand to Jane's shoulder and shook it firmly.

No response. Jane's hand stretched outwards, and spirals of the red light came out to meet her halfway. Hiccup grabbed the hand to yank it backwards, but the force behind the arm was deceptively strong.

"This isn't working," Hiccup grunted, struggling to hold his new Science Sibling back.

"You think?" Tony was having the same issue, and the red light was only getting closer. He strained his neck to try and look behind him. "Any chance of a quick rescue, Bruce?"

That prospect wasn't likely; Bruce's breathing had only got heavier during the struggle.

"Never mind, then." Tony sighed. Despite his resigned tone, he was still struggling to stay away from the light, which was now just a few centimetres away from Jane's fingertips.

The red light made contact with something, and several things happened at once.

A pulse of the light shot out in a circle from the contact point, dissipating off a metre back. Tony, Hiccup and Jane were flung backwards by the resulting force. Bruce's calming breaths finally failed him, and the Hulk came out with a shuddering roar.

Hulk lunged forward to grab the three humans mid-flight, and took the time to smash the rock with a crushing fist before taking a running leap off the rock platform keeping the group suspended in space. Before anyone had the chance to regain their senses, the Hulk hit the ripple a few metres into the air, and the four disappeared back to their own space.

* * *

><p>"We need to find Hiccup," Astrid said after a long moment of deliberation. He was their general scheme-maker, and quite adept at creating solutions to whatever the twins cooked up. That, and he'd been away for just a little <em>too <em>long, by this point. If there was a portal here, who knew what there was in the rest of the building...

Before Astrid could expand on her plan, an almighty crash sounded from above them. Astrid looked between her fellow Vikings, who were using the bannister to support themselves as the ground - and everything else with it - shook, and Natasha, who was eyeing the children.

"We need to find out what that was," Astrid informed the group.

Steve nodded. "We need to get these kids out, too," he motioned to said group (Astrid was, frankly, surprised that they were still stood there, given the ample opportunity they'd had thus far to make an escape). "I can take care of that -"

"I'll go with you!" Fishlegs volunteered readily.

"I guess I'll go too then," Snotlout offered.

"- right, so we'll take Darcy and the kids -" Darcy made an indignant noise of protest that was widely ignored - "back outside. You find out what that noise was, find our scientists, then come out too."

"If we're not back in half an hour, come after us," Natasha added, then motioned Clint over. "We'll call in if we find anything."

* * *

><p>Once the world stopped spinning, and the ceiling was finally finished falling on them, Tony took the time to show his appreciation of the Earth.<p>

"Is everyone okay?" Hiccup's voice sounded to the left. Tony could just about see the Viking if he squinted.

"I'm fine," he responded, feeling his way over the bit of rubble to join his friend. Hiccup smiled as the billionaire came into view, and moved to get up.

"I think my leg's stuck under something." he frowned as his standing attempt failed.

"I'll get it," Tony offered. There _was _a bit of ceiling over the prosthetic, large enough to trap it but not too big to be moved. While Tony busied himself getting rid of it, Hiccup resumed calling out for the others.

Once the dust had settled to a vaguely visible level, Jane was seen next to an unconscious Bruce, neither visibly injured. Teammates accounted for, Tony stumbled over to a nearby pile of broken concrete, and stared studiously at the ceiling of the floor above.

No one was in a particular rush for action.

* * *

><p>"Hiccup!" Astrid ran in, disturbing the ground around her, and the quiet that had lasted since Tony's offer of help. Hiccup coughed as some of the swirling dust got to his mouth when he tried to speak. "What happened?"<p>

"Stop!" Hiccup managed to push himself up, stopping Astrid in her tracks. "There's another portal." he explained at the confused look he received.

Astrid tilted her head, and noticed that there was a strange lack of dust on the floor, creating a thin line just behind Hiccup. She nodded.

"Had some great fun through there," Tony joked, with a strained smile, "some weird red thing came out of a hole in a rock, we were in space -"

Natasha and Clint winced.

"-and then Bruce Hulked out and barrelled us all through here!"

Bruce, now awake and clothed, winced.

"Red thing?" Clint pressed.

"Uh, yeah." Tony shrugged. "Floaty, spacey, like a liquid just floating towards us."

"And did it touch you?" Natasha asked, sharing a look with Clint.

"Uh, maybe?" Tony glanced to the others, who shrugged helplessly. "I don't know."

"Well," Clint knocked on Thor's chest plate, "space is kinda your gig. Any ideas?"

Thor frowned. "Red is not usually good." He walked over to the dust-free line and reached out to touch it, then disappeared. Darcy reached out after him, gasping in surprise. Tony, Bruce and Hiccup sighed. There was a minute of stunned / resigned silence (depending on whether they'd been exposed to ridiculous universe/dimension-hopping before or not) before Thor returned. His frown had deepened.

"I recognise that place." he announced, "yet I do not recall where from..." He looked up, held his hammer aloft: "We must go to Asgard."

Hiccup looked at the assembled group. "Wait, shouldn't we get the -"

* * *

><p>"- others." Hiccup finished flatly keeping his balance despite the force of travelling across the bifrost. Everyone else, it seemed, had been knocked off their feet. "Apparently not!"<p>

"Come," Thor, also a member of the Good Balance Club, strode past Heimdall. "We must find my father."

Thor led them across the bridge, occasionally shooing them along - potential disaster aside, the world they'd just been introduced to was pretty awesome - if they stayed in the same place for too long.

Eventually they reached the largest building, overshadowing the rest by some way despite the entire world appearing to be the height of luxury, and entered it.

There were a few people wandering around, even more ridiculously muscled than Thor, and all carrying rather large weapons (Astrid approved, but Hiccup was honestly a bit disappointed by that revelation) who smiled and waved to Thor as he passed.

"You're so much like a high school footballer it's almost sickening," Tony commented as they walked past the fifth Asgardian that had all but high fived Thor as they passed - did Asgard even have high fives? If not, Tony was going to have to rectify that...

Thor shrugged the comparison off. "Come on, we must find my father!"

"Oh, you seek Odin?" Make that six people ready to give out a nice high five - it would probably sound really satisfying, too, Tony decided: the perfect high fives only achieved in movies. Thor smiled at the woman, who was carrying an axe much like Astrid's, and nodded. "He's in the throne room."

* * *

><p>If the palace was extravagant, then Hiccup didn't even know what to call the throne room. <em>Who even makes a throne out of gold?<em> He wondered, gaping openly up at the grandeur.

Astrid gave him a quick punch to keep his jaw in its proper place, and Natasha nudged Jane to the same effect, leaving Tony the only one looking a slack-jawed idiot until Bruce finally gave him a begrudging nudge.

Thor either didn't notice or decided to ignore his friends' shock, instead making his way directly to the throne, where the King himself sat.

"Father," he began, and the humans started their attempts to avoid squirming under Odin's gaze, to varying degrees of success, as his eyes landed on the group behind his son.

Odin didn't look terribly pleased.

"We may have a situation." Thor spoke again before his father got the chance to. "I believe my friends," Hiccup gave an awkward wave, and Astrid slapped him (affectionately, this time), "may have stumbled upon an ancient, possibly dangerous artefact."

Well, that sounded promising.

"Why could you not come here alone to tell me?" Odin didn't look any more impressed for the revelation.

"Ah," Thor looked back over at Jane, who was receiving the blunt of Odin's irritated gaze, "I believe some of them may have... bonded with it?"

That definitely didn't sound promising. Despite Thor being unsure of the exact correct wording, Hiccup was pretty sure he got the gist of what was going on. _Marvellous._

Odin waved a dismissive hand at the group, and two Asgardians came in. They nodded at Thor, then turned back round and walked out.

"Come," Thor gestured to the retreating _people? _and followed them. The rest of the group had no choice but to comply, lest they get lost in the _castle?_

* * *

><p>Ian winced as Darcy shot him an unimpressed look. "You told me to!" he defended childishly.<p>

Steve sighed. The five of them - the children had managed to run off a while ago, and Steve was willing to let them as long as they didn't try and go back into the building - were currently waiting for the rest of the group to return.

There were a few problems with this. Firstly, they'd been waiting for about half an hour now, and had received no messages from any of the errant team members. Secondly, while they were waiting _with _the car, they weren't waiting _in _it. (Which was what happened when you tossed your car keys into a portal.) This was the reason for the current argument.

Darcy had come up with some sort of counter argument - probably along the lines of 'well you shouldn't have listened to me!' - that wasn't helping anyone. "I think we should go back in," Steve decided, if only to move away from the disagreement.

"As long as I get to come too this time!" Darcy bargained. "My friend's in there too!"

"Alright then," Steve agreed reluctantly, "but make sure you stick behind us. And if we see anything dangerous, stay behind me."

"I think I'll stay by the car," Ian said, patting the window, "Make sure no one tries to steal it or anything."

Both Fishlegs and Snotlout agreed to come along, and the group set off back into the building.

* * *

><p>It took a few minutes to get up to the right floor, but once they found the site, it was hard to miss what had happened.<p>

"This is what was on the floor the first time we found him," Darcy explained to the group, now stood around a decorative circle burned into the ground. "They must have gone to Asgard without us!"

"Hiccup and Astrid get to go to _Asgard?" _Snotlout asked incredulously. "How come all the cool stuff happens to _them?"_

"And Jane, too," Darcy lamented. "This is what happens when you're the friend of Thor's girlfriend - all the crazy stuff happens to the wrong person!"

"Well, we know what happened, at least." Steve reasoned. "We should probably get back to Ian."

"And what are we going to do there?" Snotlout questioned scathingly. "Wait around while our friends are off doing gods know what in _Asgard?"_

"It's all we _can _do," Fishlegs pointed out.

* * *

><p>"Why does all the crazy stuff happen to us?" Hiccup complained, watching the healers of Asgard as they manipulated a strange yellowish glow around him. He, Jane, Bruce and Tony were lying on stone tables as the Whatever results they were getting apparently weren't important enough to note; after half an hour of deliberation between them, the healers still hadn't spoken a word to anyone but each other.<p>

"It's your fault for shooting down that dragon," Astrid accused, smirking.

"Hey!" Hiccup said defensively, "I'll have you know I tried to _avoid _a life of adventure! There really _weren't _enough bread making Vikings..."

Astrid laughed, but the comment was lost on the rest of the group.

"So," Jane asked in the quiet that followed, "can I have a look at some of your results?"

The healer closest to her table scoffed. "This is a soul forge. You could never understand our technology with your primitive Midgard knowledge."

"Oh, really?" Jane asked, voice light but eyes steel, "I thought this was just a quantum field generator - it transfers molecular energy from one place to it not?"

The healer's face twisted - "go science sibling!", Tony whooped - and over in the corner Thor laughed. "Lady Jane is not dim-witted, nor is any human." he said proudly.

"There's two Vikings currently in _another dimension _who prove you otherwise," Astrid muttered.

"I don't think this is another dimension," Hiccup began.

"No - the twins," Astrid corrected. "They jumped into those two portals on the stairs, then didn't come out, remember?" She took a look at Hiccup's expression. "I haven't told you that yet, have I?"

"_Another _dimension?" Hiccup sat up, disrupting the generator. "How are we going to find them... they could be _anywhere!"_

"Not _anywhere," _Tony commented helpfully, abandoning his own table, much to the healers' irritation, "We know they're not in this room."

"That's not much of a difference," Bruce pointed out. As he got from his table, the healers decided that enough was enough and started ushering everyone back to be examined. When they reached out to touch the group, a strange red light blasted out, throwing all the healers back to the wall.

"What was _that?" _Clint asked. He had been pushed back off his chair, and currently lay on the floor at an odd angle, craning to see the others.

"That was the red thing we saw..." Hiccup said thoughtfully. "But, who did it just come from?"

"Uh," Bruce looked down at his hands, tinted slightly green and, somewhat more disturbingly, still glowing with the same red light, "I think it was me."

Tony let out a strange, half-relieved, half-panicked laugh. "Absolutely _marvellous."_

* * *

><p>The healers had made themselves scarce once they'd realised what was causing the problem, and had done so fast enough that none of the humans knew what was wrong. Just as they were about to go off in search of answers, Odin came in and led the group off to a different room.<p>

"What's with the dramatic lighting?" Astrid whispered to Hiccup as they entered the room. The other Viking shrugged, squinting in the darkness which, in Hiccup's opinion, just wasn't necessary.

"There are relics," Odin started, "that predate the universe itself."

Tony made an odd, half-strangled noise, which went unnoticed by the Asgardians. "I thought the universe was, y'know, _literally everything? _And its creation created everything?" As Thor, Jane and Odin walked forwards, the rest dropped back to converse.

"Stark has a point," Clint shrugged, "but we're talking to gods, so..."

"Before that dawn," Odin had continued - Hiccup hoped they hadn't missed anything _too _important, though it wasn't likely, given the gods' penchant for being ludicrously cryptic and long winded. "the dark forces -" Attention to the speech was drawn away again at the sound of snickers, from Tony and Clint. The others' faces suggested that they had barely suppressed the urge to laugh, themselves. "reigned absolute, and unchallenged."

"What does this have to do with the red stuff?" Hiccup asked, as Thor began recounting some fairy tale.

"Listen and maybe you'll find out," Astrid suggested. "Or you could just ask Jane later - she looks like she's listening."

Hiccup shrugged at that, and tried to continue listening. With Tony's sarcastic running commentary and Clint's occasional comment, it wasn't the easiest task, but Hiccup was pretty sure he had at least the gist of what was being described. Odin was talking about an 'aether', which was apparently made by some dark elves from before the universe was created, which turned things into dark matter and could possess people.

Nice.

"Nice story," Tony apparently held the same sentiment, "but what does that have to do with anything?"

"The aether resides within your friend," Odin said gravely.

"Just perfect." Tony looked over at Bruce, who didn't really look that surprised by this point, and shrugged. "So what are you going to do about it?"

"There is nothing we can do. Your friend will die, then we will attempt to re-seal the aether."

Tony laughed. Properly, out-of-breath laughed, for a full minute. "Ah, that's rich. So you seal away this thing and don't take responsibility when it goes to shit? Nice. And what about that Malekith guy?" Hiccup hadn't heard anything about a 'Malekith', and honestly wasn't sure whether or not to be surprised that Tony had managed to hear the whole thing without paying attention. "Is he actually dead, or are we about to have a dark elf infestation?"

Odin's expression was severe. "Malekith was defeated, but not dead. Now that the aether has left its containment, he will be able to sense it, and he will come for it. Our _responsibility _is to prevent it getting into his hands." The Norse god turned his back on the group and walked off. "A room will be arranged."

"Great work, Stark," Natasha said once Odin was gone.

* * *

><p>Ian looked mournfully at his car window. "It wasn't even necessary..." he whimpered, glancing at Darcy, who was putting her hairpin away, disappointed.<p>

"Whatever," Snotlout said dismissively, hand currently inside the car, "you can just replace it."

Ian sighed as Snotlout removed his fist from the smashed glass, and opened the car door.

"It's what you get for letting your keys get lost in another dimension," Steve said non-apologetically, slipping into the vehicle. "At least _one _of us knows how to jump start one of these."

"It's totally weird that you know how to do that," Darcy decided, taking shotgun. "I thought you were all... morals and justice?"

Steve laughed. Fishlegs frowned: "Is knowing how to start a car immoral?" he asked.

"Without a key it is!" Darcy informed brightly, "This means he knows how to _steal _stuff!"

"And it's a good thing I know that, otherwise we'd have to walk home," Steve pointed out.


	17. Breaking Out

**A/n: hmm... I don't really like this chapter but I haven't updated in ages so here it is anyway. Also, fun fact: I realised recently that I've forgotten something pretty big in the last few chapters. Nobody's mentioned it, so I guess nobody's noticed yet... anyway yeah see if you can find it and I'll edit it into the chapters at some point.**

* * *

><p>The illusion of Loki's not-mother dissipated once the trickster put his hand through it. He allowed himself a sigh, now that he was alone.<p>

"Uh, hey,"

Or perhaps not. Loki turned to the source of the noise, finding two people there, attire not completely out of place but certainly not matching the wealth of the castle.

"You're Loki, right?" the male continued, "Wow. I mean, apparently you tried to take over earth or something," Apparently the two were human - any Asgardian would use Midgard - but that didn't explain the odd getup... "but you're _Loki. _Trickster god, uh... horse enthusiast..."

_Ah, _these were _Vikings! _Loki smirked at fond memories of the Midgard mortals who'd believed him to be a god. It begged yet more questions, however - like what two Vikings were doing alive so many years past a normal human expiry date. Hadn't all the Vikings died a few hundred years ago or so?

"Careful, Hiccup," the woman spoke up, eyeing the detained Asgardian warily, "you know Thor's not exactly what the legends said; this Loki is probably a lot more than just a trickster."

Loki feigned surprise. "Oh, my brother must have been spreading terribly malicious lies," he gasped, then turned thoughtful. "Unless he told you that I was merely taking what was rightfully mine, and being what humans so desperately need - a ruler who will outlast them, who can lead them with the knowledge of a practical immortal."

"Er, yeah," the male spoke again, sarcasm edging his tone, "we got a _slightly _different version."

"Ah, well you mustn't believe everything you -" Loki paused midsentence, noticing the cell opposite, which had proven to be rather quiet throughout his jaunt in jail, was making an odd amount of noise. A brief investigation revealed that the men inside were pressed right against the edge of the energy barrier, as though they were trying to escape...

Loki wasn't sure of the exact semantics, but he got the jist of what was about to happen. "I'd grab a weapon if I were you," he smiled at the two Vikings, "Looks like there's about to be a prison break."

With that, he returned to one of the books he'd been brought by his not-mother, turning the page with exaggerated calm.

"That went... well..." Hiccup stared at Loki, "What does he mean, prison break?"

"I don't -" Astrid stopped. The previously quiet prisoners had begun muttering. She couldn't tell what, exactly, but it sounded quite urgent. "What _is that?"_

She'd turned round, expecting some sort of attempt to take down the force field. Instead, one of the men in the cell a few down from Loki's was... glowing?

"Hey!" Hiccup was at the barrier, squinting inside at the glow. "What's going on?" The other prisoners in the cell were pounding on the other side, trying desperately to escape.

"It's like he's on fire, but... charging." Astrid observed, approaching slowly. The glow was making the armour shift, like pressure building up...

Astrid's eyes widened. "Get down!" she shouted, just as the pressure reached breaking point. She barrelled into Hiccup, knocking him to the side.

"What -" Smoke exploded outwards, creating a visible wave of power that, while contained by the force field, caused it to waver. The other men in the cell slumped over.

The monster - whatever it had been before, it was certainly that now - bent down and picked up one of the men. Hiccup and Astrid scrambled back, unable to do anything but stare as the monster forced the other prisoner's face into the barrier. In front of them, two guards, alerted by the explosion, moved into position facing the cell, weapons drawn.

The guards were only a few feet away from the barrier when the monster gave up. He hit the prisoner into the barrier, then tossed him aside. As the force field flickered again, then fell apart, Hiccup pulled Astrid a bit further back.

"We should leave this to the guards - they're technically gods..."

The technically gods stepped forwards to deal with the threat. The escapee advanced also, no longer glowing in the aftermath of the explosion, which revealed several horns jutting out of the side of his head and curling around like a ram's, and two tusks that didn't quite cover his mouth. One guard, armed with a sword, managed to spear the creature through the shoulder.

"What _is _that?" Hiccup muttered, horrified, as the horned creature, not in the least inconvenienced by the deadly weapon lodged in him, grabbed the two guards' heads, one in each hand. They writhed in his grip, yelling out when a glow of heat transferred from his hands to their heads. After a moment, he dropped the two.

They didn't move.

The monster, apparently in no rush, lifted his head to stare up at the two Vikings.

Astrid glanced at Hiccup. "We can't take him - not without dragons. Run?"

"Run."

After taking a moment to watch the retreating pair, the pig nosed man walked over to the nearest cell.

* * *

><p>"Other than running," Astrid panted, looking back to check that Hiccup wasn't too far behind her, "What's the plan?"<p>

"Find some of Thor's friends, get reinforcements." Hiccup stopped running. They were far enough away that even if the creature had followed, he wasn't an immediate threat. The area contained several Asgardian soldiers, all in the same yellow-caped uniform as the two dead guards, who apparently hadn't noticed any of the commotion.

"Friends of Thor?" a tall blonde man, not wearing the typical uniform, asked. Hiccup nodded, opened his mouth - "What would you need us for?"

"Uh, someone - some_thing_'s staging a prison break." Hiccup informed, glancing at the more stocky redhead behind the unknown warrior. The shorter man turned to the yellow clad guards and pointed in the direction Hiccup and Astrid had come from. The other nodded, and soon a horde of identically dressed Asgardians were running down to the prison.

"Staging a prison break..." the blonde man shook his head, gesturing for the Vikings to follow as he started off at a more leisurely pace towards the prison. "Honestly, its as though some people resent being there!"

* * *

><p>Hiccup didn't like prison breakout, he'd decided. He was supposed to have been sticking next to Astrid and Thor's friends, but - he ducked under another escapee's fist - he'd been separated in the rush of prisoners. There was a thud behind him, and Hiccup looked over to the source of the sound, the staircase down to the prison. "What now?" he asked rhetorically, seeing a cloud of dust kick up as something dropped down and landed hard on the ground.<p>

"Surrender now and no further harm will come to you - you have my word." It was Thor, standing up from the crouch he'd landed in. A prisoner came up and socked him in the face. "Okay, you do _not _have my word," the Asgardian swung his hammer into the prisoner, and with a roar of a battle cry, dove into the fray.

"Little help here?" Hiccup did a double take upon hearing the mildly irritated cry for help. He fought his way over to where Thor had landed to find Tony on the floor, curled up to avoid being stood on.

"What are you doing here?" Hiccup asked, offering out an arm for Tony to get up. The billionaire didn't answer as he stood, brushing dust off his clothes.

"Remind me to never accept a ride from Thor again..." Tony shook his head. "I heard about the prison breakout, thought I'd come help. Of course, I left my suit back on Earth, so this maybe wasn't the _best _thought out plan..."

"You think?" Hiccup asked sarcastically, lighting Inferno again and waving it around a bit to ward off the prisoners. "Where's everyone else?"

"Hawkeye's with the gate guy, Nat and Jane stuck around with Thor's mom. I didn't want to get in the way of their bonding time."

"Well since you're here, you might as well help," Hiccup decided, "Come on, we need to find Astrid. She should be with all of Thor's friends."

* * *

><p>"I should really call Fury."<p>

"What?" Distracted momentarily, Darcy swerved the car and narrowly avoided collision with a bus. She quickly switched back into the right lane, and looked over at Steve expectantly.

"The angry guy with the eye patch?" Snotlout checked. "Yeah, he's like, the leader of the Avengers? Never does any fighting though, just... what _does _he do?"

"According to Mr Stark, 'turns like an idiot with those eye patches'." Fishlegs reported. That's actually the only description I can remember hearing..."

"He does do a lot," Steve already had his phone out, and was jabbing at the screen to call Fury. Tony would've snarked at him for his 'old man tapping', but since Tony was preoccupied being in another realm at the moment, Steve was able to select Fury's contact without eliciting comment.

"Captain." Fury greeted shortly upon picking up the phone. "What is it?"

Steve paused. What exactly were you supposed to say in this circumstance? 'Ah yes, sorry. Two of your best agents may have been taken by Thor to gods - literally - know where, along with the potentially dangerous green guy that you don't really trust, and Tony Freaking Stark.' Deciding a lick of tact was perhaps in order, Steve spoke: "We found some anomalies that were creating portals to, we assume, another dimension. Two Vikings - the twins - went in and didn't come back, and Thor's taken Stark, Romanoff, Barton, Bruce and two _other _Vikings to Asgard for some reason, along with his civilian... girlfriend."

"So you're telling me half the team has left the planet?" Fury asked. Steve could practically _feel _the raised eyebrow. There was a sigh. "So, which Vikings?"

"Hiccup and Astrid."

There was silence on the other side for a while, then a quiet: "We don't know how to get to Asgard, looks like we have no choice..."

"Okay," Fury continued, louder this time, "Stay where you are, see if you can contact Thor, and keep me updated."

"Yes sir."

There was a beep as the call disconnected, then Steve slumped a bit. "Fury says to stay put," he relayed. "I guess that means going back to the flat." He paused for a moment. "Do you have any way of contacting Thor?"

"If we did," Darcy said, "would Jane have been so mopey when he wasn't around?"

* * *

><p>"So... you see <em>all?"<em>

"All there is to see in the nine realms, yes," Heimdall didn't move from his position in front of the bifrost.

"And you don't move? Are you like those guys that stand outside Buckingham Palace?" Clint edged a bit closer to the sentry, "Hey, if you see all does that mean you saw that time on the mission when I was in London, and I managed to get one of those guards to move by -"

"Yes," there was a ghost of a smile on Heimdall's face.

"Cool." Clint squinted out at the closed gate. "You know, good sight is kinda my thing - being Hawkeye and all - but I don't see anything near what you do... what _do _you see, right now?"

Heimdall's smile grew. "I see..." he squinted, smile turning to a frown. "I see a ship approaching Asgard!"

Clint's hand snapped to his ear, tapping the side of the comm. "There's a ship coming in, not friendly by the sounds of it," he reported. "So," he turned back to the sentry, "What do we do?"

Heimdall ran out onto the bridge connecting the gate to Asgard. "We take it down."

Clint followed the gatekeeper onto the bridge. If he squinted, he could see the shimmer betraying the invisible ship's location. Heimdall charged up the side of the bridge following the ship, and leapt off the edge. He grabbed two daggers and wedged them into the ship's exterior, taking down the camouflage, while Clint, still on the main bridge, prepared an arrow.

"You might want to jump off!" Clint warned as he let the arrow loose. It lodged itself into the ship beside Heimdall, who had now slid down to stand on the ship's curved edge. Heimdall glanced at the arrow, noticing the red blip it was emitting, and took heed of Clint's warning. Before he jumped he jabbed his sword into the ship, then sprung off to land next to the human.

The arrow exploded, taking the ship down with it. It landed, smoking heavily, on the bridge.

"I'll have to thank Tony for those..." Clint noted, taking another exploding arrow out of its quiver to inspect.

"No time for that," Heimdall warned. A shadow approached, bathing the two, and Heimdall had already seen the source - another ship, this one much larger than the first.

"And what do we do about _that?"_

"This is an invasion," Heimdall stated, running back the way he'd came, "we need to put up the defences around Asgard."

* * *

><p>"So you're telling me that half the team has left the planet?"<p>

Toothless perked up. He glared over at Barf and Belch, whose heads had gotten tangled in their attempts to look around the room, and were now arguing. _'Shut up! They're saying something about Hiccup.'_

_'What about Hiccup?' _Stormfy asked.

_'I'd know if you'd be quiet!'_ Toothless's glare switched targets.

The interaction prevented anyone hearing the rest of the conversation. There was a faint click, then a loud, resigned sigh. "Hawkeye and Widow are on Asgard, along with Thor's civilian girlfriend and two of the Vikings," the director relayed. "Cap says they should be with Thor, so all we can do is wait for them to get back."

_'I wonder who it is...'_ Toothless sounded genuinely curious for a moment, then snorted. If it wasn't his rider, he'd eat an eel. _'Okay, Hiccup's in another realm, apparently.'_ The Night Fury shook his head, and looked over at the door. _'So - escape plans?'_

* * *

><p><em>'I really don't think this constitutes as an escape plan!'<em> Toothless yelled, glaring back at Hookfang.

The Monstrous Nightmare shrugged. _'We're escaping, aren't we?'_

Toothless glanced back at Stormfly, who laughed. _'That's what you get for trusting Hookfang with plan making.'_

In Toothless's defence, he hadn't expected Hookfang's insistence that he'd "tell them the rest of the plan later" to turn out to mean that he hadn't created the rest of his plan yet. Upon blasting the door open with a plasma blast, Toothless had turned expectantly to the Monstrous Nightmare, who'd simply said _'I thought we could wing it from here,'_ and made a expression strangely reminiscent of Snotlout's eyebrow wiggle.

"Dragon!" Toothless gave a toothy grin at the SHIELD employee, who screamed and ran off. He had to admit, not _all_ of the plan was bad. It had been a while since someone had properly ran from him in fear.

_'Maybe if we find that angry guy...'_ Barf suggested, _'The one that looks like a pirate? Or the green one?'_ Belch wondered. _'The pirate._' Barf confirmed.

_'It's a better plan than Hookfang's,'_ Toothless allowed, _'we might as well go for it. Now...'_ he looked at the nearest door, contemplative,_ 'which one do you think he's behind?'_

* * *

><p>Some way away, decidedly not behind the door Toothless had just blasted apart, a SHIELD agent winced. This was because she was stood next to Fury, having just alerted him to the dragons' recent activity.<p>

"Find them then," Fury sounded close to snapping. If it was her helicarrier being decimated by a group of fire breathing lizards, she'd probably be angry too, but that didn't make it any less scary. She glared at her fellow agent, who'd been too scared to come and break the news himself. "And stop them before they destroy -" she flinched as another explosion sounded in the distance, accompanied by a few shrieks, "- anything else."

"Yes sir," the woman, smartly, turned tail and rushed off.

* * *

><p>Toothless growled in frustration as yet another door refused to reveal the eyepatched owner of the airship they were still trapped on.<p>

_That's_ it!' he snapped, _'If the next door doesn't reveal that stupid human, I'm just going to blast open the window and fly off.'_

The Night Fury reared up and slammed a plasma blast into the door. Predictably, it exploded, leaving a smouldering mess. The smoke started to fade away, replaced by multiple shocked faces. None of them, it seemed, were the director.

_'Okay then, window it is,'_ Toothless marched past the gaping humans, blue flame preparing itself in his throat.

"No, don't -" one of the agents realised, belatedly, what he was about to do. The shout was futile anyway; Toothless wouldn't have listened, and so the room suddenly experienced the rush of air entering a previously enclosed space.

* * *

><p>The entire room winced, hearing another explosion. Fury growled. "Why has nobody got those overgrown lizards off the helicarrier yet?"<p>

Nobody had an answer.

There was silence for a moment, then another explosion, this one accompanied by the sound of smashing glass. Over in the corner of the room, an alarm sounded.

"Ah, they've gone, sir," the agent closest to the screen displaying the alarm reported. "Blasted open a window and flew off."

* * *

><p><em>'That's <em>much_ better,'_ Toothless decided, having deposited those humans closest to the window back onto the helicarrier. _'Now,'_ he turned to Stormfly, _'which way to London?'_

* * *

><p>After seeing the defences go up around the main castle, and then seeing them fail before even fully going up, Frigga had shoved Jane in a random room, told her to stay put, then exited. A few minutes of waiting later, with Natasha posted at the door, gun ready to fire at anyone coming in, and Jane crouched behind a seat, Jane stood up.<p>

"What is -" she stopped, nodding along. Natasha left her place by the door, still holding her gun. "I see."

Before the spy could make an inquiry, Jane turned around. "Apparently, Thor's mom just created an illusion of me, as a decoy for the invaders." She sat down - on the seat this time rather than next to it, looking at something Natasha couldn't see.

"She says that only the people the illusion is of can see what's going on, in the place they're being illusioned into. It looks really odd," she added, eyes not quite focusing on anything in the room.

Natasha nodded, humming agreement, then walked back over to resume her post. Not long later, another distraction came: Jane stood up, facing a random direction.

"What is it?" Natasha asked.

"Someone just came in," Jane whispered, backing up.

No matter how hard Natasha looked, she couldn't see the apparent threat. She remained next to the door, unable to do much else.

"She's fighting him," Jane explained, "and she's winning."

Indeed, several rooms over, Malekith was being beaten in sword on sword combat by Thor's mother. The woman knocked the dark elf's sword away, placing her own blade at his throat. Jane stood, frozen in indecision as she watched another creature - surely not a dark elf like Malekith; it was much taller and bulkier than him - approaching. Frigga noticed it before Jane could call her attention to it, but not in time to stop it from grabbing her, lifting her up off the floor.

"What is it?" Natasha asked again as Jane gasped. The scientist shook her head, backing up again. She flinched slightly, then deflated.

"He touched me, it dispelled the illusion." Jane said, looking down. "I don't know what's going on now."

Natasha took Jane's hand and moved over to the door. "Come on, she's not far away, we need to go help."

* * *

><p>By the time they arrived, it was too late to do anything. Jane stopped a few feet away, hesitant to approach Thor. He was crouched over his mother - the woman who had just <em>died <em>to protect her - letting out agonised cries.

Natasha didn't show any visible response to the scene, but walked over to put a hand on her teammate's shoulder. "What happened to the invaders?" she asked, professional but not harsh.

Thor shook his head, eyes clearing up. "He escaped." Jane moved to take Natasha's place at his shoulder, pulling him into a light hug. "Where to, I don't know."

Natasha made a noise of agreement, looking out past the broken balcony into the clear sky.

* * *

><p>English police stations, Darcy decided, weren't that different from American ones. Not that she was an expert on the subject - she hadn't made a habit of illegal activities. She was capable of making this observation because she was currently inside one of said English police stations, along with two Vikings, an Avenger and her intern.<p>

"Dr Selvig?"

Darcy nodded, somewhat impatiently. Once they'd _finally _got home she'd put on the TV, fully intent on relaxing until Thor dropped Jane back off on Earth. Unfortunately, she'd realised upon turning to the news, that simply wasn't to be.

As it turned out, her good friend Selvig was at Stonehenge, of all places, rambling about the end of the world. He would've been taken a bit more seriously, or at least not been _arrested, _if not for the unfortunate fact that he happened to be completely naked.

So, English police station.

"Yes, he's here," the officer confirmed.

"Any chance you could, uh, release him?" Darcy asked. It was a long shot, but she upon consideration she really did need to talk to the man. About his apparent lapse in sanity, and whether his 'end of the world' speech was a part of that, or actually true.

The officer gave her a decidedly unimpressed look. Darcy grimaced; she really didn't have a plan past that. Maybe a prison break? It'd give her something to talk about when Jane got back, at least - _bet she won't have a story as interesting as that to tell, even if she _was _on another world..._

"S'cuse me," Steve nudged past Darcy, giving the officer a slight smile, "We really need to talk to him. Official Avengers business."

The officer blinked, muttered something about their pay not being high enough, then nodded reluctantly. "Fine," he sighed, "I better not get fired for this..."

* * *

><p>Not ten minutes later - apparently having an Avenger around was good for more than just butt-kicking<strong> - <strong>the officer was pushing Selvig's items across the counter, naming them as he went. Darcy took the wallet and keys, stuffing them in her pockets, and then handed off the plastic bag of "prescription drugs, varied" to Steve.

"And... these."

"What are those?" Steve asked, pointing towards the metal rods the officer was handing over now. Darcy looked at them, shrugged, and handed them off to the captain. "These are what he was carrying on TV, right?"

As Steve juggled the rods into a more manageable position in his arms,a guard came in and handed over Selvig.

"It's me," Darcy said, noticing Selvig's confused expression. "Darcy."

"Darcy?" Selving wandered up to her and gave her a hug, his distracted manner remaining. "How did you find me?"

"You were naked on TV," Steve supplied, quite unhelpfully.

"Hmm, that'd do it," Selvig either didn't notice or didn't care about the implications of the words, continuing patting Darcy on the back in a loose hug.

"Okay..." Darcy moved away slightly, "come on, we've got to go now... lots to do... come _on."_

Eventually Selvig let go, allowing Darcy to lead the two men out to the car.

"It's nice to see you again, by the way," Steve said as they walked.

"You too," Selvig nodded. "Nice to have less god in my brain this time, too."

Steve smiled. In his arms, the rods he was carrying started to beep. "Ah, are these _supposed _to do that?"

Selvig looked over and frowned. "Its happening sooner than I thought..." he mumbled, looking up as they exited the building and pointing into the sky.

Darcy followed the finger and frowned. Not too far up, a flock of birds were making a loop over one of the nearby buildings. "Birds?" she said, mildly sceptical, "Birds are happening?"

"A murmuration,that's what a flock of starlings flying like that is called.**" **Ian had brought the car over to them, along with the Vikings. He made to take the rods from Steve, but the man shrugged off the offer. " My dad used to take me bird watching." he said by way of explanation.

"Nerd," Darcy accused. "Hey, where did they go?"

The birds, previously flying in a loose formation, had disappeared right in front of their eyes. Everyone squinted, looking around for the missing murmuration.

"Look out!" Fishlegs cried, just too late for anyone to move out of the way when the birds made their reappearance, just below the group's feet. "What is this?" he shouted, over the sound of Darcy, Snotlout and Ian's shouts of surprise.

Selvig, the only one who would've been able to answer the question, was too busy laughing to do so.

"What's so funny?" Ian asked, genuinely confused.

"Ah," Selvig sighed contently, "It's a wonderful day when you discover the world is even more insane than you are." He led the group over to the car, taking the bag of drugs from Steve and depositing it in a nearby bin as he did so. "Come on, we need to go to Jane's lab."

* * *

><p><strong>(It really is a pretty big thing to forget... : It isn't in this chapter yet either, fyi (I'm so embarrassed...))**


	18. Into The Great Beyond

**A/n: this one only took two weeks, you should all be super proud of this achievement.** _**And **_**it's longer than the last few have been! I**** still haven't edited the missing thing back into the previous chapters, but I'll get onto that. I actually put it into this chapter, I'm sure you all actually care to know. **

* * *

><p>After Thor's quite dramatic entrance, and later exit, of the prison, it was much easier to subdue the crowd - due in part to Thor's ability to knock out prisoners, but also to the distraction he caused allowing the army to subdue a few prisoners on their own.<p>

"That went well," Hiccup noted as the last of the unconscious prisoners were thrown into their cells. Now, a much longer line of those who'd seen fit to surrender (eventually) began filing into the alcoves. "Can I have my leg back now?"

Tony, who'd decided not long into the fight that he was quite useless sans weapon and had improvised, tossed the appendage back to Hiccup. "That thing's pretty useful," he noted; while Hiccup had become almost useless (_almost, _because he could still swing around the fire sword that Tony had refused to use as a weapon) without a leg, Tony had managed to brain quite a few people once given a nice heavy blunt object.

"Quite the unconventional fighting style," Thor's blonde friend - Fandral, as the Vikings and Tony had learnt during the fight - acknowledged, giving the two a light grin and nod, "And yet an effective one. We're nearly finished here - you cannot put the barriers back up, there is no need of you here."

"We should get back to the team..." Astrid pointed out, "Speaking of - where _is _everyone?"

"Clint was with Heimdall," Tony reported, "Jane and Nat are with Thor's mom... I don't know about Thor - or Bruce, actually."

"Still in that room with all the tables and 'soul forges'?"Hiccup suggested, prosthetic reattached and stood up. "Do we have any way of contacting everyone else?"

Tony held up a hand to his ear. "Nope," he sighed. "Looks like we'll have to do this the old fashioned way. How dull..."

_"No need for that, Stark."_

Hiccup looked over at the other two. "You heard that too?" he checked. Two nods. "Huh. Guess the coms still work. Thought they'd be out of range here..."

"This is SHIELD tech we're talking about here," Tony reminded, "or maybe Nat scared it into working. Speaking of - hey there Widow, what's the score?"

_"Not good." _Natasha revealed, _"The prison break was a distraction, the Dark Elf Odin mentioned came in search of the aether. Good news: he didn't get it. Bad news: he killed Frigga in the attempt."_

Hiccup gaped. Astrid wore a matching expression, and the two stared at each other for a second before Tony waved a hand in front of them.

_"- to help but arrived too late. As did Jane and I..." _Natasha had continued while the Vikings were distracted. _"What's the plan?"_

_"Heimdall just closed the gate, he's gonna take me back to the castle." _Clint chimed in, _"We should meet up somewhere... where are you and Jane?"_

_"Frigga's room. Can you get there?"_

"Sounds good to us," Tony answered for the three of them. "See you in a bit." With a quick tap of his own, then Hiccup and Astrid's coms, the three left the conversation.

"Someone should get Bruce," Hiccup said a after a pause in which he shook his head free of his shock.

"I'll go." Tony volunteered. "You two get to Thor, I'll meet back up with you there."

* * *

><p>Tony stopped at the doorway to the, as Hiccup had so eloquently put it, room with all the tables and soul , everyone here would've noticed the chaos in the rest of the castle. Of course, they might not... he wasn't sure how good the soundproofing was, or if anyone wouldve bothered to notify the strange healer-types. After all, no one was actually <em>injured, <em>except... well.

"Tony!"

The billionaire cursed - Bruce had seen him - and stepped into the room. No point in hiding now. "Hey. Say, have you heard any... ruckus, around here?"

Bruce shook his head, considerably less content now. "What happened?"

"Uh, there might have been a little prison break. And then that guy Odin was describing _may _have turned up and tried to take back the aether..."

Bruce looked down at his hands, which had taken to randomly glowing red. "I take it he failed, then? Unless there's someone else with the aether that we didn't notice?"

"No... It was weird, actually. I mean, he must be able to sense it, or something, but he didn't know it was you, and he didn't know where to find you. Actually, he went after Thor's mom. Maybe he was asking her where it was or something. I don't know - Jane was there, we'll have to ask her."

"I didn't hear anything. Malekith touched the illusion before I could hear anything."

Tony jumped. _When did she get here? _"He said nothing? At all?" he checked, hoping his recovery had been swift enough that his literal jump would escape everyone's notice.

"Well," It looked like Jane had taken the bait, but he could see Natasha smirking behind her - _no wonder she managed to sneak up on me if Super Spy was helping her - _"he was talking about the aether, asking where it was."

('I thought we were meeting up with you?' Tony mouthed to the assassin, who shrugged. 'You were taking too long. And standing around a corpse was getting awkward.')

Bruce looked up. "What did he say _exactly?"_

_Looks like Big Green's onto something... _Tony mused, taking in the scientist's dawning look of realisation.

"Umm... I don't really remember. He said 'where is it' in a few different ways, and, something weird... something about asking how we managed to split it up."

Bruce nodded along to that, looking thoughtful still. "Makes sense," he said quietly, "maybe..."

"Gonna clue me in on those thoughts of yours?" Tony prompted.

"No time for that," Hiccup, along with Astrid, Clint and Natasha. "We have to get to Thor."

"Why?" Tony cursed Hiccup's timing mentally as Bruce visibly pushed his theorizing out of the forefront of his mind, "was he hurt?"

"No..." Tony said, finally getting onto the point he'd arrived to give, "But to his mom? Yes. She's... dead."

* * *

><p>All was silent as they loaded Frigga onto the boat. Lying on her back, eyes closed and a sword covering up the wound, she looked asleep.<p>

Tony barely managed to stop himself from fidgeting, which was a step higher than Bruce was managing. Tony supposed that he was probably feeling guilty, despite it not being his fault that the aether had gone into him. He nudged him, just in case, but didn't speak. Talking when literally an entire city - at _least _- was being silent was a little much, even for him.

Awkwardness of the situation aside, it really was a fascinating ceremony. It seemed that Clint saw it as such too - he couldn't tell what Natasha thought, and Jane was looking at Thor more than anything else. He guessed that, had it not been Thor's mother, Jane would be interested too - a proper Viking funeral was really a sight to behold.

Speaking of Vikings... Hiccup was staring out at the boat, with an expression that Tony found hard to look at; he wasn't just thinking about a dead technical-god, Tony was pretty sure. Astrid was also staring out at the boat, biting her lip just barely enough to be visible as she kept a hand on Hiccup's arm.

The only sound was the soft lapping of the waves, accompanied by Odin drawing a bow, aiming a flaming arrow to send off his wife. The Asgardian's aim was true - Tony briefly entertained the notion of it _not _hitting its mark, abandoning it as it made him too likely to laugh inappropriately - and soon, more arrows soared out to ignite the other boats - more than one person had died in the battle, after all.

Frigga's boat was the first to reach the water's edge. Tony gaped, almost breaking the silence to exclaim his surprise as the boat failed to conform to gravity's ruling, continuing off until it was totally unsupported by water. Just as it went completely over the edge, still travelling straight forwards, a blue light came off the boat, dissipating out into the night sky. Only once the last of the glowing dots left the boat did it finally think to fall, dropping off the waterfall, still burning.

In the crowd, hundreds of people holding orbs, all of which were softly glowing blue - and that was another weird thing Tony'd been unable to question because of the silence - released their spheres. These too ignored gravity (or perhaps they were like balloons?) and floated off, filling the sky with an unnatural light.

Once the orbs had lifted far enough to no longer be seen, or at least be small enough to blend in with the stars, people started to leave. They left as quietly as they'd arranged themselves, only whispering to each other softly, filling the previously silent air with a soft hiss. Thor remained, as did Odin, and so did the rest of the group. After a solid minute of staring unblinkingly at the last place Frigga had been - which creeped Tony out just a bit - Odin finally turned away and left, without another word.

That just left the humans, and Thor, standing in silence around the water's edge.

"The last time I saw a flaming boat off, my dad was in it." Hiccup broke the silence, still staring after the boat. He shook hi head. "What do we do now?"

"We get some rest," Astrid said, not taking her hand off Hiccup's arm. "We can't do anything now. And there's not much we could do anyway - it's up to the Asgardians to come up with a plan - this is _their _city."

"Odin will hold council tonight," Thor agreed. "We should rest; they will likely not return with a plan 'till the morrow." He spared one last look over to the waterfall's edge, then placed a hand on Jane's shoulder and led her off back towards the castle.

Tony pouted. "What? No group hug, no team pep talk?" he asked, following Thor's lead at a slower pace. "Or maybe we could all have a sleepover when we get to the castle. We could share stories, have pillow fights, play truth or dare -"

"As _totally, like, wicked cool_ asthat would be," Clint began mockingly, "I'll have to pass, in favour of... anything else, really."

"Don't worry," Bruce said with an amusedsmile, "we can try again once we've met up with everyone else."

At the mention of others, Astrid gasped. "The twins! I forgot... we have no idea where they are... they could be dea -" she paused, shooting a look towards Thor - "we don't know where they are." she finished lamely.

"It'll be fine," Hiccup said, mildly sarcastic smile plastered on his face, "What trouble could the twins have _possibly _gotten into?"

Astrid shuddered. "I don't _want _to know."

* * *

><p>The twins, surprisingly, had been unable to find any trouble in the barren wasteland of a planet they'd arrived on. There was the collection of random items that people had thrown through to play with - Ruffnut had caught Ian's car keys, and the two had had a good time laughing over the prank - but it hadn't been entertaining for long.<p>

Then, they had left the cave to explore, rather than just go back to the abandoned building.

"Thorstonton Mark Two is getting boring now," Ruffnut admitted, throwing the car keys at her tw9n half heartedly. They struck his eye, and she laughed as he dropped to the floor.

Tuffnut knocked the keys out of his face with a well-placed random flail, then collapsed back and sighed. "Yeah... there's nothing to _destroy."_

"And no one to prank..."

The two lapsed into silence broken only by the occasional reverberating _clang _of a helmet colliding with another helmet, and the subsequent exclamations of pain.

"I know!" Ruffnut stood, holding one finger aloft in her moment of genius, "Let's go back to the cave and go back to Earth!"

Tuffnut nodded sagely at the idea. He stood, looked around, then: "Uhh... where _is _the cave?"

* * *

><p>After finally navigating back to the flat, Ian getting himself and anyone interested - Steve, and then Eret and Fishlegs in a moment of curiosity - a cup of tea, everyone could finally sit back and listen to Selvig's explanation.<p>

"The universe rotates on a five thousand year cycle," Selvig started. He grabbed a piece of paper and started drawing out a diagram.

"Oh, I know this!" Snotlout said proudly. "Those are the nine realms, right?"

Selvig nodded. "Every five thousand years, these realms align. At that time, the connection between them gets stronger, causing abnormalities, like -"

"Those portals we found..." Eret interrupted, nodding thoughtfully. "Speaking of which, didn't the twins fall into those? And still haven't come back?"

Fishlegs laughed nervously. Snotlout scoffed, "I'm sure they'll be fine. This is the _twins _we're talking about."

"They'll be fine, but will the rest of the world?" Steve wondered. "Anyway, back to Selvig?"

"_Thankyou,_" Selvig said, glaring at the Viking interrupters, "as I was saying, the connection between worlds is stronger. This means that all the gravity, all the light, all the _matter _is crashing from each world to the others."

"That's... not good." Ian said helpfully. "It isn't good, right?"

"Well," Selvig said, "no, not really."

"And those..." Steve looked over at the mysterious devices he'd settled on the table, "those things, what do they have to do with all this?"

"They're going to stabilise the focal point of the alignment. So, the alignment, and all the other worlds, will just pass us by."Selvig explained.

"So all we have to do is set them up and we're golden, right?" Snotlout asked. "Doesn't sound that big a deal to me."

Darcy smiled. "Yeah! Well, we can't set them up today; might as well wait 'till tomorrow." She moved away from the table over to the sofa, flopping down and grabbing the remote. Snotlout moved to do the same, when Darcy let out a surprised sound.

"Remind me to never watch TV again," she said, pausing the screen and pointing to the headline of the news.

"Uh, yeah..." Snotlout said uncertainly, squinting at the screen, "that's definitely... something."

"Their first language is Norse," Steve explained, coming over to the screen himself, "he probably only learnt to speak the language, not read it."

"I can read!" Snotlout said defensively, crossing his arms over. "It's just... not that interesting!"

"Oh, really?" Fishlegs said lightly. "Because it's saying that _dragons _were sighted in London today."

"Showoff..." Snotlout muttered, sitting down huffily. "Wait, dragons? Like, our dragons?"

Steve, who had walked off immediately after reading the headline, came back with his phone stretched out. "They are," he confirmed, sounding a tad proud, "I just googled it."

"Our _dragons?" _Eret confirmed, shocked. "Well, we're going to have to go out and find them..."

Before anyone could protest, the three Vikings were gone, leaving a stunned Darcy and Selvig.

"Dragons?" Darcy asked, "they have _dragons?"_

Steve nodded.

"Awesome."

* * *

><p><em>'Where are the rest of you?'<em>

Eret took a moment to translate his dragon's words, then shrugged helplessly. "Ruff and Tuff jumped into a portal, Astrid and Hiccup are on Asgard." Skullcrusher's eyes widened at that revelation. "It's been that kind of day," Eret explained.

_'I totally called it!' _Toothless announced, in a tone suggesting he was supposed to be pleased with himself, but ended up more exasperated, with a hint of concern.

Stormfly nodded, with a 'hmm' of agreement. _'And your rider managed to drag mine along too, as usual,' _she noted, eyes narrowed accusingly at Toothless.

The alpha shrugged, a sheepish what-can-you-do gesture. _'So,' _he addressed the Vikings who'd so far managed to keep themselves on the current planet, _'where are you staying?'_

"Darcy's flat," Fishlegs answered. "Though, I think we're going to need a bit more space if we want to bring the dragons back..."

"Nah, we'll totally fit!" Snotlout waved off Fishlegs' concern, hopping onto his dragon's back, "Right, Hookfang?"

The Monstrous Nightmare flamed up in response, sending Snotlout hopping off the saddle. "Not _funny!" _he shouted, flailing madly, "there isn't any water to put myself out!"

_'Yes there is,' _Hookfang said, rolling his eyes. He grabbed Snotlout in his jaws, tossing the Viking into the nearby river. _'See?' _he said as his rider resurfaced, spitting out water, _'Just fine.'_

A minute later, a dripping, scowling Snotlout stomped back over to the group. "Let's go back," he said, glaring at anyone who dared open their mouth.

* * *

><p>Hiccup sat on the edge of his bed, bouncing his leg and barely containing the urge to join Thor in his pacing of the room. The Asgardian planned to go 'seek council with his father', but had decided to at least wait to give the man a chance to come up with a plan. Hiccup wished someone would cave in soon and demand they go talk to the ruler, because if no one did then he'd have to take that liberty himself.<p>

He heaved a heavy, deliberate sigh. He needed some _answers - _he'd given it some thought over the night, and the more he pondered the issues, the less he understood them. The invasion, if it could be called that, made no sense. This Malekith was supposedly able to sense the aether, yet hadn't noticed that it wasn't even Jane who had it? And Frigga had illusioned Jane into the room with her - why? The more he thought about it, the more it seemed like, perhaps, the woman had thought that Jane had the aether in her.

Once the thought struck him, he couldn't shake it from his head. If that was the case, was Frigga's death an unnecessary mistake, brought about by lack of communication?

Hiccup sighed again, flopping back onto the bed and sprawling himself across Astrid's lap in the process. That sounded awfully familiar to a certain invasion of Berk. Parent killed, check. Still the threat of war, check. Happened because someone was in the wrong place at the wrong time, made worse because of aforementioned miscommunication, check and _check._

"Did you tell Odin who had the aether?" Bruce said suddenly. "I don't think I ever heard him mention a name."

"He _didn't _say it was you," Clint agreed. "I didn't tell him. Did any of you...?"

A chorus of 'no's spread through the room. Hiccup glanced over at Thor, who was yet to respond, and nodded sadly as he silently shook his head. _That solves one mystery._

Apparently Thor had worked out what this meant, too, for he'd paled suddenly. He stopped stride in his pacing for a moment, then lunged for the door. "We must resolve this issue at once," he said, then sped out of the room, leaving the rest of the team to scramble after him.

* * *

><p>Odin saw the group arriving - it was hard not to, neither Thor nor anyone else were trying to be particularly stealthy. "You may go," he dismissed the small group of warriors. Fandral<strong> - <strong>Hiccup recognised him from the prison breakout - locked eyes with Thor as he swept out of the room, dispelling a golden, flickering hologram of Asgard's defences as he went.

"I do not wish to fight with you," Odin said, stepping down the stairs leading to the throne.

"Nor I you," Thor said, reasonably. He waited until his father was almost at eye level, then: "I intend to pursue Malekith."

"We possess the aether," Odin said as he walked past, glancing at Jane - _there's one theory confirmed, _Hiccup glanced over at Tony, who was nodding slowly. "Malekith will come to us."

Odin spoke dismissively, walking straight past Thor and deeper into the room.

"And he will destroy us," Thor said, keeping his voice even. Hiccup was reminded of chats with his own father - perhaps it really was just a leader thing - and realised that the conversation was pointless. The more Thor spoke, the more he revealed and the better chance Odin had of stopping them; it was a hindrance.

"You underestimate my power," Hiccup thought this rather unlikely, as much of the opinion that the gods were nigh**-**on omnipotent as he was. He'd heard the conversation before their presence had been noticed - Fandral had admitted that Asgard was practically defenceless.

"I respect our people," Thor was starting to sound annoyed now - Hiccup was impressed, he'd have gone into full whinging mode over less, and _had _done previously - as he strode over to catch up with his father. "I will take Jane to the Dark World and draw the enemy _away _from Asgard -" Hiccup commended the continuation of the lie, it would prevent further confusion.

"You will risk the weapon falling into the hands of the enemy." Odin interrupted. Without allowing Thor chance to continue, he waved his staff in the direction of the guards. "Enough! We will take Jane, we will prepare to fight, and when we do, we will crush Malekith's army."

Thor sighed, deflating just a little, and held back the rest of the team, allowing the guards to take Jane - who, for her part, didn't appear overly concerned - away. As Odin strode off, Thor turned to the group. "I will gather my friends," he whispered, "and we shall discuss our _real _plan."

* * *

><p>"What I am about to ask you to do," Thor said, voice a low, serious rumble, "is treason of the highest order."<p>

The humans gathered around the circular table, all sat at Thor's left, already knew this fact and so weren't surprised. The Asgardian's showed minimal response to it - merely a widening of the eyes, before they narrowed into more serious, hardened expressions. Tony would probably admire their attitude, if not for his total disregard for all rules and the fact that admiration just wasn't something he did.

"Malekith _knew _the aether was here, he must be able to sense it." Thor continued once his first statement had sunk in without comment. "At least to some degree. If we keep the aether here, Malekith will come back, better prepared, and wage war on Asgard. So, we must get Bruce off of Asgard."

The others nodded, glancing over at the scientist contemplatively.

"But," Natasha took over from Thor to detail her side of the plan, "Malekith thinks the aether is in Jane. We can use this to our advantage, get him to remove the aether from Bruce without realising who has it."

"Where _is _Jane?" Sif finally interrupted.

"_Odin _thinks Jane has the aether, too. He locked her up. So first, someone's going to have to go and break her out." Natasha explained. "We'll have to split into two groups, one to get Jane and the other to get Loki, since they're being held in different locations."

The Asgadians nodded along. Fandral was the first to stop, realising what Natasha had said. "_Loki?" _he asked incredulously, "why would we break him out?"

Thor smiled. "My brother is the only one capable of pulling off the illusions we'll need to trick Malekith. Besides, he's the only one who knows a way out of Asgard besides the bifrost."

Fandral shook his head. "You know that Loki will betray you?" The question was more of a statement.

"He will try." Thor said simply.

* * *

><p>"About time," Jane joked, once she'd confirmed that the face peering round the door was a friendly one. She hadn't had to spend overly long in the room, surrounded - she assumed - by guards, so it had been more of a point of boredom than of fear. (Besides, she wasn't about to let Thor forget about her for several years. Not <em>again, <em>anyway.) Natasha shushed her, but spared a smile. "I guess we have a plan, then?"

Natasha nodded, widening the door to allow Jane through. "We're going to use some illusions, trick that Dark Elf into thinking he's got the aether."

"Illusions?" Jane echoed. "So, you're getting -"

"Loki, yes." Sif said sourly. She stood at the corner of the corridor, glancing just past to check the next passageway. "Coast's clear," she confirmed, bringing her sword closer to herself. Jane got to the edge of the corridor in time to see the Asgardian slam the hilt of her weapon into the neck of a guard.

"I thought you said the coast was clear?" Natasha asked lightly, glancing down at the felled guard.

Sif shrugged. "Well, it is _now. _Now come on, Dark Elf battleship is this way."

* * *

><p>For an enemy ship they knew next to nothing about, the Asgardians sure hadn't put up a lot in the way of security. There were two guards, both easily taken down by Astrid - Clint, who'd whipped his bow out for the occasion, moaned at the injustice of Astrid taking <em>both <em>of them - and nothing else. Hiccup had been half-expecting some sort of trap, but there was none, leaving the group with nothing to do but work out the ship's controls.

Or rather, Tony was doing that. The rest of the group were lounging around, or - in Clint's case - pressing random buttons to see if A) anything happened, or B) it pissed Tony off. So far, neither objective had been accomplished.

"Footsteps," Clint said suddenly, eyes narrowing. "someone's here."

"And here I thought you were Hawk_eye," _Tony muttered. "Alright," he continued, louder, "I think I've nearly got this. Hiccup and Hawkears can go see who it is. Brucie, you're moral support."

Clint responded to the name jab with a totally polite and mature raspberry as he followed Hiccup out of the ship. Once he navigated through the rubble, he looked over to where he'd heard the footsteps, and relaxed.

"It's just Thor. Looks like he got Loki, and Jane's with Astrid."

Hiccup nodded, posture straightening as he walked, faster now, over to the group. Clint, who had paused for a moment, still observing, laughed. "Looks like Jane beat me to giving Loki a good slap. I'll have to get the other cheek later, balance the pain out for him."

Once within hearing distance, Hiccup slowed. "Over here!" he hissed, "we've got a working ship."

Astrid and Jane moved over, while Sif took a moment to threaten Loki with her weapon. She waved him, and Thor, forwards when guards started to gather on both sides, circling her sword until another gleaming blade came out hilt, readyto challenge them. The group wasted no time in running, over to where Clint was now having to hold off another group of soldiers with his arrows.

"Get on board!" Volstagg called before any of the assembled fighters could draw their weapons, "I'll hold them off for you." He drew his axe, jabbing it in Loki's direction with a meaningful look - who simply rolled his eyes - and wasted no time in attacking the closest man.

Once inside the ship, Astrid took a seat next to Bruce. Hiccup wedged himself in between the two, and Jane sat on Astrid's other side. Astrid ignored the brewing spat between Loki and Thor - she'd seen enough arguments between the twins to see where that one was going - to take note of the new location.

The title _Dark _Elf made a lot of sense now. The exterior had been almost fully black, and the interior followed suit. There was a single beam of light in the centre of the ship, coming from a hole in the ceiling. Apart from the screens, which also glowed with an unnatural brightness, it was the only thing allowing any visibility.

"Are you ready, kids?" Tony asked, pushing his hands onto the screens - to which, for some reason, both Clint and Jane replied 'aye aye, captain', though the former was much more enthusiastic than the latter. Grinning at his successful reference, Tony swiped his hand across the screen, and the ship took flight.

"Doesn't it go any _faster?" _Loki inquired, poking his head around Tony's shoulder.

"It's just taking off," the billionaire shot back. "I'd like to see _you _do any better." Then: "Not _really!" _when Loki actually put his hands out to take the reigns. "Oh, look, we're going forwards." Tony said, sending a glare back to Loki as the ship promptly crashed into and collapsed two sets of columns.

"I think you missed a column!" Clint piped up from the back.

Tony shook his head, smiling, and tilted the ship slightly. It lunged forwards, breaking through an entire section of wall to get outside the castle. "That enough property damage for ya?"

There were no more collisions as they moved into the rest of the city, flying over groups of people and dodging the occasional blast from the defensive turrets. Behind him, Tony could tell Loki was gearing up to say something else. A piece of sarcastic commentary, no doubt.

"Is he dead?" Or not. Tony glanced back, nearly crashing into a house - at least he thought it was a house - in his lapse in concentration. Loki was looking at Bruce with false innocence. Hiccup was holding the scientist up now, as he'd slumped over. "He looks awfully _green."_

"Shut up, Loki." Thor glared at his brother, who held his hands up in mock surrender. Tony had to turn back, nearly crashing into _another _building in the process, but Hiccup had given him a thumbs-up before he did. Bruce would be fine.

Three Asgardian ships showed up, easily matching the pace of the Dark Elf ship. They started firing, unable to make more than a glancing blow thanks to the erratic at best flight path - though Tony would later insist that it was his own awesome dodging skills.

"Do you even know where you're going?" Loki piped up again, as Tony made it past the last bit of land. There was a high archway to go through, then they would - Tony hoped - be out in open ocean. He winced as the entrance to the short tunnel was damaged, and Loki gasped. "You just decapitated Thor's grandfather!" he said, failing to sound aghast.

Tony ignored him - they were out of the main Asgard area, he'd done his job now. All there was left was to wait for Thor's signal.

"This is wonderful," Loki said, now that there was nothing left to crash into, "this is a _tremendous _idea. Let's steal the biggest, most obvious ship in the universe, and escape in that!" Thor glanced over at the screen and nodded. "Let's fly around, crashing into everything in sight, so everyone can see us. It's _brilliant, _Thor! Truly, brilliant -"

With a grunt of effort, Clint shoved Loki off the ship, through a hole that had been opened in it by one of the turrets. "II hope that nod meant what I thought it meant," Clint said, sounding as though he couldn't actually have cared less. "Well," he said after a moment's consideration, "this probably means I shouldn't slap him, now... you can do that if you want, Thor - I hope you have a good left hook..."

Clint walked over to the hole then, and after a quick glance downwards joined Loki in leaving the ship. Natasha and Astrid followed after, each holding onto one of Jane's arms to support her. Thor grabbed Bruce - and, after taking note of the Viking's missing leg, Hiccup - then hopped down.

Tony, still flying the ship, sighed. "Guess I'm jumping on my own, then." he said, retracting his hands from the controls and diving out in one swift action. He fell a few feet through the air - _regret not bringing a coat now - this is pretty cold... - _and was caught in the arms of Thor.

"Well then, Loki, take the wheel," Tony invited, gesturing to the back of the flying boat - there was really no other way to describe it - where Fandral was currently in control. Loki did as asked, taking it in his handcuffed grip and leading the boat out towards the nearest rocky outcrops.

Water was kicked up in everyone's face as another flying boat came up behind them, this one firing lasers - _gotta get me some of this tech. _Thor nodded to Fandral, who took the rope piled up at the side of the boat - _do these things have anchors? - _and wrapped it round his hand a few times.

"For Asgard," the warrior said casually before stepping off the side of the boat.

Tony nodded approvingly. "I like that guy. I vote we bring him in for the Avengers."

Uninterrupted now by enemy fire, Loki steered the boat directly up to the lump of rock. "Loki..." Thor said warningly, but Natasha pointed out the gap in the rock.

Hiccup looked at the rocks, speeding towards them, and looked back over at Astrid. "Into the great beyond!" he cheered sarcastically, just before the ship disappeared into the gap.

It didn't take long to get through, though it was a tense few seconds - the boat was scraping the sides of the passageway, barely thin enough to get through. Eventually, they reached the other side. Tony had been expecting it to get a bit lighter, but if anything the new realm they'd entered was darker than the tunnel - then again, Thor _had _been saying something about going to the _Dark _World...

"Ta da!" Loki said sarcastically as the ship bounced once on the ground, then carried on floating over the new barren terrain.

* * *

><p><strong>(And, since no one's mentioned it yet, I'll tell you: the missing thing was Eret. Yep, a whole <em>character <em>that I up and forgot about. In my defence I hadn't written a chapter in like six months, but there you have it.)**


	19. Loki'd

**A/n: an especially long chapter today to mark the anniversary of this fic being posted(!) This'll cover all of the boss battle from Thor 2, basically.**

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>The flying boat had been speeding through the dark wasteland for several hours now - hours in which Natasha had conferred with Loki and Thor in making a plan, Tony and Clint had chipped in with sarcastic commentary, and Bruce had remained, quite worryingly, unconscious.<p>

Meanwhile, Hiccup and Astrid had been left with a long time with nothing to do.

"If we can actually get back to Earth, we can just get our dragons and go through the portal after them." Naturally, Hiccup had spent it coming up with plans of his own. He groaned. "They just _had_ to jump through another portal, didn't they? I know they're not exactly known for forwards thinking, but this is ridiculous."

"Not much we can do about it now," Astrid said. She looked out of the side of the ship. "Are we nearly there?" she asked, "Do we even know where _there_ is? Aren't we just waiting around until Malekith shows up?"

"Guess it'd be a bit suspicious if we just stand around. He might guess it's a trap. This way it looks like we're on the run." Hiccup shrugged. "This plan is all deception and illusions, isn't it? Guess that's what you get when the trickster god is part of making it."

"The twins would _love_ being here with Loki," Astrid said thoughtfully. "Maybe we should introduce them."

Hiccup shuddered. "No thanks, that's a combination I could live without experiencing."

In the distance, a black blob was taking its place on the horizon, casting as it grew a shadow over the wasteland.

"Looks like time's up," Tony said grimly, jerking his head forwards. The shape was now distinguishable as one of the ships from before, a larger version of their own stolen craft. (Which was, presumably, now lying at the bottom of an Asgardian ocean.)

Natasha gave Loki a prod, and the trickster god tilted the rudder down slightly. The ship slowly lowered itself before coming to a bumpy halt in the dark gravel and capsizing. Thor (supporting Jane), Natasha and Clint landed lightly at the side of the ship, while Loki - attached to the rudder - followed the ship's descent, and Tony, Astrid and Hiccup tried uncoordinatedly to heft Bruce off in time.

Thor laughed as he lifted the ship, allowing Loki to crawl out from underneath. "Nice balance, brother!"

Loki glared, but didn't comment. A few feet away, over a mound in the gravel, the Dark Elf ship made a much more stable contact with the ground. The door slid open in a swift movement, revealing Malekith. The rest of the door space was crammed with soldiers. Next to him stood the creature from the prison on Asgard.

"The aether is here," Malekith declared. "I can feel it."

Tony let out a deep breath. _Showtime_. "Yeah," he piped up from behind the mound, "how does that _work_, anyway? I mean, I'm not going into the specifics _just_ yet, but, say the aether was spread thin - would you feel it everywhere? And if it's really close, can you feel _exactly_ where it is, or is it more of a general thing? And what does it feel like - try and put into words, maybe a paragraph, short essay type -"

Malekith cut Tony off with a short laugh. "Trying to bide for time, I see. But we aren't on such a tight schedule." He smiled. "In fact, I have time to answer all your questions. I sense the aether everywhere it is, so I know you have it now. And, once I've come close enough, the aether responds to me visibly - so there's no chance of hiding the person - the girl. The aether will immediately come to its rightful master."

"Good to know, good to know..." Tony said, considering. "So, basically you're trying to say we're screwed whatever we do?"

Malekith grinned, eyes squinted with a devilish spark to them.

"Hmm..." Tony, who had been moving forwards during the conversation and was now only a metre away from Malekith, rubbed his hand to his chin thoughtfully. "Okay then." He gestured backwards. "Bring 'er out, boys!"

Malekith's eyes narrowed into slits as Thor and Clint lifted a limp Jane over the mound.

"You probably think this is some sort of trap," said Tony. "But we _do_ need the aether out of her. Might as well get you to do it, y'know."

"Your scare tactics have no effect on me," Malekith sneered. He raised a hand, and red light started to stir around Jane's limp form. "This will be your last mistake."

"Feeling better now?" Safe under Loki's illusion, Hiccup was propping a slack, but conscious, Bruce up. Red light, that of the true aether, was leaving his body and moving towards Malekith - from a few metres to the right, rather than directly in front of him, very close up.

Bruce nodded. He pushed Hiccup away, sitting up on his own. "It's gone now."

The aether was now a more solid mass, drifting slowly towards Malekith and flaring off slightly at the edges. Hiccup nodded to Thor, who - under another of Loki's illusions - grabbed his hammer and charged, roaring, at the exposed aether. Hiccup winced as Thor threw himself forwards - _here_ _goes_ _nothing_ - and the hammer connected with the airborne aether.

Immediately after the collision, the red light dissipated. Thor grinned, taking his hammer into a looser stance, and came out of the crouch he'd landed in.

Then, as Hiccup had feared, the red light came back into focus, undeterred, just behind Thor. Over in the illusion, Malekith's fingers were brushing the fake aether. At the slightest touch he frowned, snapped his hand back.

"What is this?" he roared.

Clint turned back to Natasha and Loki. "It's all gone to shit!" he called.

"Damn," Natasha cursed. She turned to Loki. "Plan B."

Thor abandoned his aether-battering attempts, and raised his hammer to aid his jump over to Malekith's side. Despite the distance, the Norse god managed to land directly where Malekith would've been, if only he hadn't been tragically punted several metres across by said Norse god.

Malekith staggered to his feet, and glared back at his ship. "Why aren't you _attacking?"_

Indeed, despite the clear need for backup, the horned Dark Elf had yet to come to Malekith's aid, and the rest of the army were actually walking back into the ship.

"Funny thing about that," Tony said, glancing behind himself. "We brought a Loki - we have illusions at our side. You said you didn't need to sense it if you could see it? Well, good luck seeing it." With a cheery wave, Tony dissipated out of sight, only to be replaced with a large floating sign, displaying in white bold type: _PUNK'D_

"Right," he said once Loki'd given the nod - he could no longer be heard by Malekith - "Ideas for containing this?" He jabbed a thumb over at the aether.

Hiccup held up a wicker sack with a shrug. "Only have this," he said, unsure.

"Worth a shot." Tony decided. Hiccup took the sack and, unfolding it by grabbing the edges and flipping them down and over the aether in one action, encased the red light.

"Huh," Bruce took a tentative step forwards, slipping his glasses down his nose. "Do you think it -"

"Dunno," Tony shrugged. "It might - oh, _shit_."

'Oh shit', in Hiccup's opinion, was correct. Red light was seeping out of the small holes in the bag.

A few metres away, Thor was grappling with the horned soldier, with Malekith shouting directions from behind - not that it was necessary, when you were literally gabbing onto your opponent. Thor swung Mjolnir, but the elf was too close and it only made contact with his shoulder, bringing both him and Thor down to the ground. With a grunt, Thor managed to push the other off, and started making his way back over to Malekith. He was once again intercepted, tackled back to the ground. This time, the assailant brandished a small knife, which Thor used a quick roll to avoid. As he struggled to his feet, cape tangled in the gravel, he glanced back over to the illusion, and his friends' attempts.

Tony's eyes widened, having just set sight on a jar, innocently lodged under the sheet of the boat.. He glanced over at Hiccup and Bruce.

"Just do it."

There wasn't much time for Thor to think on their progress, as Malekith's prior lieutenant came at him again. He quickly shoved a powerful fist into an uppercut that sent the creature sprawling backwards. With his spare hand, he re-summoned Mjolnir and sent a strong wave of eletricity to flow through the monster's horns through to the ground in the form of a bolt of lightning. The creature lay sill then, smoking slightly. With one task down, Thor finally turned his full attention to Malekith.

The aether had slipped through the jar now, too. "There's nothing for it," Astrid declared. "We're going to have to get the boat."

So, with the help of Natasha and Clint, they hefted the boat onto one shoulder and carted it over to the upturned jar, which was barely containing the aether anymore.

They dropped the boat over the aether, then Tony bent over to catch his breath.

"Pretty heavy, that thing is," he panted. "Remarkable, what the potential end of the world can do for your weightlifting skills."

"Hmm," Hiccup said, distracted, then, "Duck!" followed by the Viking slamming into Tony, just in time to avoid collision with Malekith, now being beaten to a pulp in their direction.

Tony struggled out from under Hiccup. He pushed himself off the ground with his hands, and got into a crouching position. "That was a good shot," he commented. "Where'd he end up?"

A quick search revealed that Malekith now lay in a not-so-upturned-after-all flying boat.

"Ah. _Not_ such a good shot then."

Malekith may not have been able to see the aether, but he could certainly tell when its power was literally seeping into him. His eyes widened a fraction, then he grinned and stood up.

"I said this would be your final mistake."

Malekith lifted a hand, sending out with it a wave of energy from the aether. The deep red - darker now than it had been when in contact with Bruce - formed a wall of cloud that hit Thor, flinging him backwards towards the rest of the group.

Malekith smirked, then turned his back, leaving the wall up as he strode back to his ship. Once there, he turned to face Thor again, and gave another hand signal.

This time, the aether rushed outwards in an actual cloud shape, surrounding everyone in the red mist. Bruce dropped instantly, already weakened, and even Loki winced as the aether attacked. Slowly, the door to the ship rose upwards again, hiding Malekith from view. The ship itself rose just as slowly, fading from view both because of distance and a lack of consciousness from those watching it.

Once the ship had risen a hundred meters or so, the aether finally started to rise with it, returning to its master.

"Ah," Hiccup said vaguely as the fog lifted completely, allowing him to fall slack against the ground, clinging onto the last vestiges of consciousness for just long enough to announce: "we're dead."

* * *

><p>Ruffnut was pretty sure they were moving in the opposite direction of the cave the portal had been in. It didn't bother her too much - they could always find it again, they weren't on a schedule or something (not that anything as silly as that would ever deter the twins) - but having the option to try and get back to London had been quite nice. Plus, walking was getting boring. There just wasn't anything to <em>do <em>in the barren, rocky wasteland. She was about to mention as much to Tuffnut, whose feet were also beginning to drag, when she spotted something decidedly _not _a rock in the distance.

"Look over there!" was the only warning she gave before taking off in a sprint, churning up the small rocks under her feet. As she got closer, she could tell that the shapes on the ground belonged to humans. "Wonder if they're dead..." she said. She hoped not - alive humans were usually more fun than dead ones.

"Hey, are they -" Tuffnut, caught up at her side, said. He needn't finish; Ruffnut too had noticed. The people lying in the dirt were ones she recognised. Hiccup and Astrid - where the other Vikings were, she had no clue - and most of the Avengers. There was one other, dressed similarly to Thor, who was stirring now. She didn't recognise him, but that was what talking was for.

"Hey!" she said, "which god are you -" She stopped, suddenly speechless (quite the feat - she hadn't been speechless in months now). "You're _Loki_."

* * *

><p>Hiccup regained consciousness more slowly than he would've liked. He placed a hand by his remaining leg first - <em>yep, still got it <em>- then worked on opening his eyes. Thor, who'd taken quite a battering, had yet to wake up, along with the rest of the Avengers and Astrid. Loki _was _awake, and two figures - the twins - were hovering over him.

Wait.

"-and then we pretended to be a sea monster. Scared Bucket and Mulch so much - did you see _that _one?"

Hiccup tried to stagger to his feet. He needed to intercept the twins - not because he cared whether Loki was irritated or not, but because he knew that this Loki was no pranking, fun-loving god (more a potential evil overlord, really) and he could imagine the twins' disappointment if they worked that out.

"I don't concern myself with the petty lives of _humans_." Too late; Loki was already being his usual human-loving self.

The twins were silent for a moment - Hiccup wondered if Loki'd actually broken them - before bursting into laughter. "Oh, you're such a riot." Ruffnut got out through laughs, waving a hand dismissively at the statement.

"Okay," Hiccup said, hating the way that his voice wavered (maybe once he'd finished saving the entire universe he could take a nice long nap), "I think we can stop pestering the god now."

Just saying the sentence took all the energy he'd summoned, and he flopped back onto the floor after with a groan.

"Why are you having a floor party?" Tuffnut asked.

"You try taking a hit from that aether." Hiccup defended. "Wait - you're here." He hated how slow his brain was being, too, "That means there must be a way back to London somewhere around here."

"Not really," Ruffnut shrugged, "we were walking for _ages_."

"Ah," Hiccup deflated. "Well, no time like the present. Let's wake everyone up."

* * *

><p>Ten minutes and a few rude awakenings later, the group were ready to roll.<p>

"So, take us to the cave."

"Uhh..." Tuffnut looked at his sister.

"We lost it. It was Tuffnut's fault."

Hiccup groaned. "Did you walk in a straight line from it?"

The twins nodded.

"Do you remember which direction you came from?"

Ruffnut pointed right. Tuffnut pointed left, frowned, then copied Ruffnut.

"Good enough," Hiccup sighed. He moved in the direction of Ruffnut's finger. "Come on, we have a cave to find."

* * *

><p>"See!" Ruffnut extended an arm towards the inside of the cave, "We totally knew where it was."<p>

Hiccup scoffed. "You said you _didn't _know. Anyway, that was sheer dumb luck and you -" he paused mid sentence, eyes narrowing as he strained his ears. "Is that a phone ringing?"

The group rushed into the cave, where a phone was indeed on, and ringing. "How's it getting signal?" Tony marvelled as Jane, recognising it, rushed over to answer the call.

"Hello?" she said, quickly changing the call to speaker.

_"Hi, Jane, it's Richard."_

"Richard?" Jane repeated, at the same time everyone else mouthed the name confusedly. "Where are you?"

"That's a good question," Tony commented, "we're in another realm right now, how is this getting through... and who's Richard?"

"You need to be in range of those satellites for phone signal to work, right?" Astrid checked. "Then we must be able to go back through the portal. We'll probably end up back in that abandoned building. No idea who Richard is."

"The guy I was having lunch with before you turned up," Jane answered, holding her phone to her chest momentarily.

"Ah..." Hiccup said, understanding, then: "Good idea," He turned to Astrid to agree, and then started walking towards where more of the random items - including, strangely, a shoe - were gathered. He squinted out into the darkness. "I think it's over -" and then he disappeared, quite suddenly.

"-eaaaaa -" a few seconds later he returned, shot out of a portal a few feet away at such speed that he continued moving horizontally, directly into the first portal.

_"What was that?"_ Richard asked.

"Oh, just a friend," Jane said dismissively. She opened her mouth to continue, but stopped as Hiccup again shot through the air, this time looking more annoyed than impressed, with his arms folded and in a sitting position, face blank. "Um, I really have to go."

Jane quickly hung up, cutting off Richard's confused reply. She watched the portals for a few seconds, and, noticing that Hiccup was no longer periodically flying past, walked in. She immediately found herself dropping, and before she could gain her bearings she, like Hiccup, was shooting through the cave again. The second time she flailed her arms out, hoping to grip something, and felt something brush against her hand before she entered the cave again.

When she went through again, her drop was stopped quite jarringly when Hiccup managed to grip her hand. "Third time's the _charm_!" he said, grunting with the effort, and swung Jane through the gap between flights. After a rough-ish landing on the floor below, she rushed off up to Hiccup. The Viking was rubbing his arm, but grinning.

"If you go in at an angle," he said, nodding to the portal, "you end up going sideways until you land on the railings and can scramble over. But that way's quicker - and probably less painful."

"Probably how everything ended up getting stuck," realised Jane. She helped Hiccup fish Thor out of the falling cycle, then the Norse god had no problems rescuing people on his own. Then, the group headed outside, to the - unfortunately - empty car park.

"Not gonna lie," Tony, who had suggested moving outside as the next move, admitted, "I was kinda banking on the car still being there - what with us having the keys and all. Any other ideas?"

Natasha looked at Thor. "How many can you carry at once?"

Hiccup too stared at Thor, then blinked. "There's no need to carry anyone!" he realised, "You just need to send up some lightning, I bet Darcy or Steve or _someone_ would recognise it. Then they can come to us!"

Thor nodded, and raised his hammer to the sky. A crackling bolt of lightning shot out of it, rising to the sky before lighting up the surrounding clouds.

They waited in silence for a moment. Then another.

"Heh," Hiccup laughed awkwardly, "it may take a while for them to get to us."

"Or not," Astrid corrected, pointing up into the sky. In the silence you could hear the familiar /wheee-boom/ of a Night Fury flying at top speed. Within seconds, Toothless was coming in, far too fast to stop himself, in his rider's direction.

_'Hiccup!'_ he shouted as he barrelled into the Viking. He sprang up almost immediately, then started bouncing around in an excited circle. _'You're back!'_

_'Yep,'_ Hiccup agreed, watching the dragon's energetic dance. He stared for a moment before blinking, as though seeing Toothless for the first time, then barrelled into the dragon himself, laughing. "Toothless!" he shouted, clutching him in a shaky hug, "You're okay!"

While Hiccup continued talking to the dragon - and, Astrid realised, _crying_ - Astrid diverted the rest of the team's attention. "The rest of them will probably be here soon," she guessed, "so we'll be able to get back to the flat pretty quickly. Though I'm not exactly sure whether we'll all _fit_..."

Sure enough, less than a minute later all the other dragons touched down, with their riders on their backs._ 'Toothless just shot off,'_ Stormfly explained as everyone mounted a dragon, _'we figured he must've known where Hiccup was.'_

Hiccup, now back in his position on Toothless's back, grinned. _'Well, you weren't wrong.'_ Then, to the rest of the riders, he announced, "Come on! Take us back!"

* * *

><p>A few minutes later, the dragons touched down on the roof of the building Jane's flat was in. In the middle of the roof, a table was set up, with a desk lamp providing lighting.<p>

"Loki's not here, is he?" Selvig asked, catching sight of Thor.

Thor nodded, holding a hand up. On the other end of the short chain, a sulking Loki stood - after going through the portal, the handcuffs had been replaced. "I have him contained."

Selvig looked at Loki warily. "Good."

"We didn't have enough room downstairs with the dragons," Darcy explained as Jane hopped off Stormfly. "Also - you can't just run off like that! Important stuff is happening!"

Jane looked back to the rest of the group disembarking - those who'd just been to Asgard. "You know about Malekith?"

"Uh, no - the _convergence_!" Darcy corrected. "But it's fine - while you were out doing..." she looked down at Jane's new outfit, typical Asgardian fashion - "whatever you were doing, we sorted the whole thing out!"

"I'm not so sure you _have_," Bruce said, coming over to the table. Closer up, it was noticeably covered in various sheets of paper. "Malekith is a Dark Elf who's trying to end... the universe, basically. And he's coming to Earth."

"Earth?" Tony echoed. "How'd you know _that_?"

"The aether," Bruce explained. "When it left me, I saw the Earth, and Malekith trying to destroy it."

"He must be using the convergence..." Jane realised. She picked up a paper from the table and turned to Selvig. "We need everything you have on this."

Snotlout scoffed. "We already said, we have it worked out." He gestured over to the right of the table, where a pile of SOMETHINGS lay. "These whatevers are gonna mean the convergence doesn't do anything."

Natasha looked at them, considering. "So, they control the convergence's effects?"

"If we put them up around the site, yes." Selvig confirmed. He swept the papers off the table, revealing a map underneath. It had red lines on, starting at random points and then coming together over one area. Selvig pointed at the /middle/ of all the lines. "_This_ is where the convergence will be."

"Well," Hiccup said, nodding down at the map, "Looks like we have a plan."

* * *

><p>"Why did I get stuck with you two..."<p>

In the half hour Loki had had to spend with the twins so far, he'd already dropped his hostile, superior air for an irritable, whining one. It didn't help that he literally couldn't get out of their sight - Thor had attached his handcuffs to the male (Tuffnut?) before he left.

His brother was so unhelpful when he thought ahead.

"Because you were like 'I'm not fighting _that' _and we weren't allowed to go fight that 'cause we'll 'blow up the place' and we 'can't follow basic instructions," Ruffnut explained happily.

Loki groaned. He knew that the second point was true, at least: he must've told them to shut up at least twenty times, yet they just carried on talking. If not for the fact that his escape plan required deception rather than brute force, the two would've been dead before they'd even got back to London.

As it stood...

"Oh yes, I must've forgotten," Loki said, voice dripping sarcasm, "how silly of me."

"Loki! Don't say such things!" Tuffnut gasped, covering the Norse god's mouth, "You're _Loki_. You're the greatest prankster _ever_."

And there was that _other _annoyance. He thought he'd shaken off the prankster moniker some time ago - a thousand or so years, at least. Being seen as such just wasn't dignified enough, even if he had been a bit of one as a child just learning about illusions and magic.

"_Trickster_," he reminded. _That _was more mature, more suitable.

"Yeah, yeah," Ruffnut dismissed. For all their adoration, Loki found it quite odd that they didn't take anything he said seriously.

Loki sighed, trying to get a better view of the soon-to-be battlefield from the window. The sooner _that _was over, the sooner he could escape the twins' wrath.

* * *

><p>"So this..."<p>

"Stabilises the Convergence," Jane provided.

"Right." Astrid looked at the device in her arms. She patted Stormfly. "Good going, girl - fast as you can." She glanced over at Jane. "This the right way?"

Jane nodded. "Just a few buildings to go now. These dragons sure are convenient," she continued conversationally. "Without them this would take ages."

"And they'll help us defend them." Astrid agreed. She pointed down, and Jane peered over the edge tentatively. Below them there were no signs that anything was out of the ordinary - yet. "Mind you," her tone reverted to casual, "they were anything _but _convenient before we trained them properly. Never thought we'd be able to get the rest of the Village to warm up to them - but once Mildew was gone, that sorted out pretty quickly."

Jane stifled a laugh. With how casually the Vikings were going about their business - and the Avengers, with their casual banter when they'd briefly met up - it was hard to remember that they were actually saving the _universe_. It was probably just a normal Tuesday for them, or perhaps once you'd tamed a dragon you were immune to such trivial things as the apocalypse.

And, actually, Jane reflected as she watched one of the few civilians on oddly empty London street, she must be somewhat desensitised herself. (And not just ignorant, like the people she could see holding up their cameras to get a video of the dragon, not thinking to try and get out of its way.)

* * *

><p>"Gonna have to have a chat with Jane about the possibility of a paycheque," Darcy muttered. She was currently sat on the back of a dragon - she had been assured that he 'only flares up on me' by Snotlout. To demonstrate this point, the dragon (Hookfang?) had grabbed his rider and tossed him up into the saddle. Seconds later both saddle and dragon were aflame. Snotlout hopped off, gave Hookfang a look, then offered a seat up to the two interns.<p>

"You can have some of my pay, if I get it," Darcy confided to Ian. He too had been roped into a position on the flaming dragon - apparently Fishleg's dragon didn't handle extra weight as well. Ian, for his part, nodded shakily.

"Come on!" Darcy smiled encouragingly. "We're on a _dragon_. Isn't it _cool_?"

Ian gave an unconvincing hum. He was clinging tightly to Darcy, quite pointedly not looking down. Snotlout looked back at his two passengers and grinned.

"Ready to do a flip?"

Ian stammered something probably to do with how they were supposed to be saving the world, and therefore taking time to do flips was highly inappropriate, not to mention irresponsible. Luckily, Darcy's shouted consent was much louder than the excuse, so Hookfang titled easily into a mid air barrel roll.

Darcy let out a whoop, while Ian, now a dangerous shade of green, groaned.

* * *

><p>"They're almost in position," Steve, now with shield in hand (Tony had laughed upon realising that having it meant he'd managed to get it through airport security unnoticed), took his hand from his ear and squinted to better survey the scene. Apart from the Avengers present - minus Tony, who'd taken to the air with Hiccup - it was a normal day in London. (Perhaps not entirely, any native would argue, due to the lack of rain.) People were lounging on the grass, generally ignoring the Avengers in their various states of dress.<p>

Both Clint and Natasha had their complete, normal arsenal - "never leave home without it" - while Bruce was in his normal civvies, as was Steve - though he didn't usually carry round the shield. Clint was currently looking out towards the water, deep frown on face.

"He's here," he announced. The others looked over, noticing after a moment that there were indeed a few ripples being created on the surface of the water. If Steve squinted, he could almost see the black tip of the oddly shaped ship rising up from the water.

Steve relayed the message to the rest of the team, then turned to the gathered civilians, all still ignorant of their impending doom. "You need to evacuate the area!" he shouted, "This place isn't safe!"

The Londoners didn't heed his warning. A few even took their phones out, raising the cameras up to capture the Avengers, who many had just now noticed, on film. It wasn't until the black monolith of a ship emerged more fully, until it started to tower over the surrounding buildings, moving relentlessly onwards and upwards towards the crowd, that anyone saw sense to make a run for it.

It became apparent, a few seconds later, that the ship was not going to stop at the grass. Chunks of turf flew in all directions, torn up and pushed aside easily by the sheer size of Malekith's ship. Toothless swept down to pick up two stragglers who would've otherwise ended up in the same state as the dirt, while Tony grabbed Nat and Clint. Thor took Bruce out of harm's way, and Steve leapt to safety in a single powerful jump.

"Keep getting citizens out," Steve ordered as soon as he landed. He looked over at Malekith's ship, then back to Bruce. "Would Hulk help here?"

Bruce shrugged. "There'll be more property damage."

"Stay close." Steve suggested, "If things get truly desperate..."

The ship came to a halt in the middle of the square. Its doors slid open, creating an easy slope downwards which Malekith started a slow stride down. Thor took off to meet him with a few twirls of Mjolnir.

"You needn't have come here, Asgardian," Malekith said, a challenge in his tone. "You would've died just as quickly back there."

Thor smiled. "I think not," he countered easily, "here, I can defeat you."

Malekith's face hardened. He sent a wave of aether out, that Thor managed to weaken - though not entirely defeat - with a bolt of lightning.

"I thought you'd hit harder than that," he said, grinning as he righted his posture with a quick shoulder roll.

Malekith responded with another, stronger, hit from the aether.

* * *

><p>"Well," Loki said, slightly muffled by the fact he was on the floor, "I guess that means Malekith's arrived."<p>

The entire flat had just been shaken, and Ruffnut - not attached to someone else and so able to simply stand and balance it out - had moved over to the window as her brother fell. "Yep," she confirmed, "Barf and Belch says there's a big ship."

"Whoa - you learnt Dragonese?" Tuffnut asked, yanking on the handcuff to bring himself and Loki back to their seats.

"Nah, they just pointed." Ruffnut said. Loki was quite confused by the dragons - he didn't remember Vikings riding them from what he'd heard, but it was indisputable that there was a two-headed dragon outside the window, which occasionally popped its head in to give an opinion no one understood.

(Loki had also learnt another new thing today - Allspeak didn't stretch to animals or magical creatures.)

(It was a shame it stretched to idiots, though.)

"That must mean the fight's starting..." Tuffnut said - unusually perceptive, Loki thought, for the Viking. "Either that, or us from the future came back to start some explosions that rocked the building..."

_Or not_. Loki groaned.

* * *

><p><em>This is boring,"<em> Clint said as he shot down another Elf from his position on the university's roof. The arrow easily pierced the Elf's armour, but went unnoticed until it exploded quite spectacularly. _"Way too easy."_

"Speak for yourself," Steve grunted, bashing one in the head with his shield. It staggered, but managed to slug a punch of its own.

_"Oh, no,"_ Hiccup smiled lightly as he shot past on Toothless's back. The blue glowing dragon sent a plasma blast that Steve ducked, allowing it to collide solidly on the Elf's face. The sound of the explosion accompanied the whistle of Toothless's top speed. _"I agree. With alpha power, this is _easy_."_

A roar from Toothless accompanied the statement - a croon of approval.

_"That's cheating,"_ Tony also went past, headshotting two Elves - one with each hand - as he did.

_"I think we should be taking the airborne advantage into account,"_ Natasha said, stabbing her spider bites into an Elf. It convulsed, then collapsed to the ground.

_'ll do teams then. Team Bird's Eye versus Team Land Lubbers - I like it,"_ Tony grinned, shooting Natasha's downed Elf to finish the job. _"Reckon we're winning, too."_

"On a more serious note," Steve said as another wave of Elves rushed down to replace the others, "we need a way of taking these down more efficiently."

_"I'm on it."_ It was Jane's voice that came through the com. A few seconds later, the army stopped running towards the Avengers - they were now disappearing before they got there. After one wave vanished, the rest hesitated to move onwards._ "Did that work?"_

_"Yep,"_ Tony confirmed, flipping his faceplate down, _"and it was _awesome_. Do it again."_

* * *

><p>Hiccup watched, almost disinterestedly, as Malekith disappeared into another portal. He was somewhat less disinterested in the current state of London - random chuncks of earth that one could generally trust to not be a problem when in the <em>air <em>were falling out of portals, occasionally nearly knocking Toothless. Thankfully Hiccup had yet to see a human, but Toothless was prepared for the extra weight just in case.

_'"You know, the state of the art suit I built you would really come in handy here,"_ Tony's voice came through the com. Hiccup looked back at the Iron Man armour streaking through the sky and shook his head.

"Not really," Hiccup shrugged. "It's fun to fly in, but I'm more used to Toothless. And," he said with more conviction, "we fight together."

Tony nodded - then, noticing that he was in the suit, gave a thumbs up._ "Got it."_

A portal appeared in front of them. Failing to slam the breaks fast enough, they both slammed into it and exited London.

Hiccup was quite surprised to find that he couldn't see. Not so surprised as Toothless, whose wings immediately flared, slowing the sudden descent, though not enough to avoid collision with the ground.

"Ugh..." Hiccup groaned as he tried to sit up, now encased in Toothless's protective wings. "You okay?"

Tony, a few metres away (Hiccup could tell now that his eyes were adjusting), and firmly lodged head first in the gravel, wiggled his feet as best he could._ "I'm fine!"_ he called, unconvincingly,_ "Just gonna, uh, stick around here a while."_

Toothless cocked his head. Hiccup nodded. _'Go for it.'_

_What did you say?"_ Tony asked, feet wriggling again. Toothless got off Hiccup and bounded over to the suit._ "What did you say?"_ Tony repeated, more urgent this time, as Toothless grabbed onto the leg of the armour. His next sentence attempt devolved into a scream as the dragon yanked on the armour, pulling Tony up and out of the ground. He continued upwards in an arch, then slammed down onto the ground.

_"I think I know what you said now."_

Tony pushed himself up, then lowered the faceplate. "So, here again?"

"Seems like." Hiccup was up and stating over at the direction they'd just come from. If he squinted, he could just about see a shimmering imperfection in the sky. "If we hurry, we'd probably get back in time."

Tony nodded. "Time to get back into the fray," he announced, then - after taking the time to give a salute - he flipped the faceplate down and jetted off back into the portal. Hiccup sighed, hefted himself back onto Toothless, and followed suit.

* * *

><p>Thor had been lightning-blasting, dodging, or otherwise avoiding hits from the aether for a while now. Usually, this type of combat would be enjoyable - the difficulty seen only as a challenge, the length just meaning the fun lasted longer - but this was too tense, there was too much riding on it, for it not to be taken with the utmost seriousness.<p>

Not only did that make it less fun, but it made it much more tiring. Thor couldn't remember the last time he'd actually longed for the fight to just be able to _end _already, and he could tell his dodges were getting slower, lightning less powerful.

It was lucky that he only had to _distract _Malekith, not defeat him.

Speaking of distracting... Thor gave Malekith a judging look - he was clearly invested only in destroying Thor now. That meant the Norse god was able to take the fight away from the university, and he wasted no time in doing so.

With a few powerful hammer twirls he was airborne, and Malekith trailed on his heels - aided by the aether - with even less effort.

"You cannot run from me, Asgardian."

"Wouldn't dream of it," Thor muttered. He flew directly upwards, Malekith only a few feet away. There was a brief flash, then Thor disappeared, followed by Malekith, directly into a portal.

They were shot out just above Big Ben, now moving swiftly downwards towards it. Both forgot about the fight in their scramble to not crash, Thor throwing Mjolnir in the opposite direction and Malekith slamming the aether out in a cloud that absorbed the force of the collision.

Mjolnir stretched in front of him, Thor dodged around the general area he remembered coming out of. Malekith went to follow, and Thor threw his hammer out to intercept the Elf. Halfway through its flight path, it hit a portal, and disappeared into the ripple in space. Thor called it back to himself as he dropped, no longer supported in the air, back down to Big Ben. He landed on the clock tower, but had to slide down its side as Malekith grew closer.

Just before he completely fell off the side of the building, Mjolnir appeared, smashing through the Houses of Parliament. Thor grabbed it in one moment and was gone the next, avoiding smashing through the same buildings the unguided hammer had destroyed in its haste to rejoin its master.

Thor tossed Mjolnir again, falling down slightly as he did. The hammer made true of its target, but had to speed off again as Thor dropped directly into another portal. As Malekith watched the hammer fly away, his eyes landed on his ship. He stared at it for a moment, eyes widening and then narrowing to slits in realisation.

"Try to fool me..." he muttered, then flew back to the site.

* * *

><p>Thor found himself quite suddenly dropping to the floor. Unable to right himself in time, he landed heavily, his whole body colliding with the floor.<p>

"Ow..." he muttered, pushing himself back up. He was no longer in the air, no longer outside, but he didn't recognise where he was. Just behind him was a small crowd of people, all gathering into another room. He made his way over there, making sure his cape was no longer tangled. "Which way to Greenwich?" he asked.

"It's just three stops," a woman said, staring for some reason not at Thor's eyes but at his chest. Thor stepped in towards her, wondering why everyone was so packed together, when the doors to the room closed and the room started to move.

_A train?_ he wondered - now that he looked around, he could see some of the typical train setup, _but with no stations..._

The feeling of something on his breastplate caught his attention. When he looked down, he noticed that the helpful woman was balancing herself on it.

Odd.

* * *

><p><em>"Thor's gone!"<em> Hiccup heard Steve shout into the com. He winced at the volume, and then at what the words meant.

"On it," he responded, with a quick nod to Tony. "You got a hit on Malekith's position?"

Tony nodded. "Not too far away," he reported, then shot off. Toothless followed unquestioningly, coming in to land just in front of Greenwich's train station.

"Try a plasma blast, bud," Hiccup suggested. Toothless opened his mouth and, after a moment to charge, did just that. The blast that'd managed to defeat the Bewilderbeast with its sheer power was laughed at by Malekith, who simply rose a hand lazily, sweeping in a layer of aether that absorbed the blast in its entirety.

"That was your most powerful attack, right?" Tony asked nervously.

Hiccup could only nod.

"Just checking." Tony clenched his fists, then leant forwards. "Right. Let's do this."

* * *

><p>"I don't know if its just because we've lost most of our aerial support, but there seems an awful lot more soldiers." Steve noted, as he punched one such soldier in the face. The battle had moved to the outskirts of the square, partly inside the university building now. Steve was being slowly pushed up against a wall, which he used as a springboard to gain some height before he crashed down on a different Elf, tucked in a cannonball behind his shield.<p>

_"I might have a reason for that,"_ Astrid spoke through the coms, _"the devices are being destroyed in the fighting - Jane can't control the convergence anymore. Eret and Fishlegs have saved a few, but they aren't in place."_

"Ah." That would do it. "Come back here then," Steve said, elbowing an Elf as he did, "we need all the help we can get."

Steve looked up as an Elf fell in front of him. Natasha stood there, as did - oddly - Clint. _Well, that makes _all _the aerial support gone._ Steve looked at the two askance, taking the brief reprieve their presence brought to take a few deep breaths. Clint pointed back through the broken columns out to the grass, where Hiccup, Tony and Malekith were.

"They said we need to fall back," Clint explained, "went and dumped us over here when we tried to help them. Apparently, whatever Malekith's doing, it's too dangerous to fight on foot.

"This a green alert?" Steve said, glancing over at the building Bruce was currently waiting in.

Natasha shook her head. "We tried - Hulk refuses to go anywhere near the aether."

"Ah. Okay," Steve sighed, then into the com: "just come and pick us up, guys. We need to concentrate on protecting people."

"No one likes not being able to help," Natasha said - _Damn_, Steve thought, _was I that obvious?_ - "but I think this is really all we can do at the moment."

There was a blissful lack of Elf soldiers to fight in the wait for the riders to arrive. It wasn't long before the dragons turned up, led by Astrid and Stormfly. She extended a hand to Natasha, while looking at Steve.

"Hiccup's off doing something stupid again, isn't he?"

Steve looked over at where Hiccup and Tony were - the occasional streak of black or red and gold being smashed against the grass. He turned away to look at his footing while climbing onto Skullcrusher, then back to face Astrid.

There wasn't much he could do but nod: "Yes."

* * *

><p>"What's this one?"<p>

Loki sighed. He didn't like this new game. "I told you, I have no idea."

"Guess!"

"English?"

"Nope!" Ruffnut grinned, "This is Norse!"

There was really no way for Loki to have known that - his Allspeak didn't come with a handy guide to which language was being spoken - but since he'd said that twice already, he neglected to mention it a third time.

"Okay, try this one: I am speaking Norse." Tuffnut said, excruciatingly slowly.

"English?"

"Wow, how'd you guess?"

"He _is _the pranking god," Ruffnut pointed out, "you can't expect to be able to loki Loki - _whoa_..."

Ruffnut abandoned her sentence and her chair, in favour of rushing over to the window. Tuffnut joined her, tugging Loki along by the handcuff he had on, and soon the two twins were gaping at something in the distance.

"What?" Loki asked despite himself.

"Have a look!" Ruffnut invited. "There's this massive _thing _in the sky!"

Loki did as asked, craning his neck to get a look at the sky. There was indeed something there, and based on the direction the ominous cloud was in (though Loki doubted it was the typical water filled kind), it was part of whatever Thor was doing.

"Glad to see _someone's _having fun..." He looked over at the twins. They both looked pretty interested in what was happening. "Hey, do you want to go out and help?"

* * *

><p>Hiccup narrowly avoided collision with the aether, dropping down just in time. Tony was less lucky, and the blast collided with his arc reactor. He righted himself before he could drop more than a few feet, but Hiccup could see that the suit had been taking a battering so far.<p>

"How you holding up?" he shouted, rolling in midair to avoid yet another streak of dark red.

"Fine," Tony said - the wobble as his suit shorted out briefly betrayed the lie. "What about you two - you're actually taking the hits."

_'I'd say I could keep this for hours, but...'_ Toothless looked over his shoulder, to his blue-glowing back. _'I don't use these super-charged blasts often enough to be sure.'_

Hiccup relayed the information, then looked down at himself. Toothless had shielded him as best he could, but the dragon had limits, and he _was _feeling tired now. Not so much that he wouldn't be able to stay awake, but he could feel it eating away at the energy adrenaline had given him.

"I'm okay," he said eventually. "Sooner we can stop the better, though."

* * *

><p>After exiting the train (which was underground, explaining the odd setup at platforms), and finally shaking off the strange woman who kept touching his chest, Thor managed to find the Avengers quite quickly.<p>

Everyone was there except Tony and Hiccup, and everyone looked battered - the Avengers more so than the dragon riders. Steve was leaning against his shield, and Clint was being supported by Skullcrusher. Natasha showed no visible signs of exhaustion through posture, but her clothing was covered in dust from debris, and the few drops of blood visible on her hairline betrayed the unruffled air she'd put on. Bruce stood next to them, and would've been tidy if not that his usual look was unkempt.

The most out of place part of the scene was that no one was fighting; the convergence had not yet passed, Malekith still needed to be stalled.

"How goes it?" Thor questioned amicably. No need to assume the worst yet.

Steve shrugged. "Well, the soldiers aren't attacking anymore. But then..." he trailed off, instead looking over into the middle distance.

Thor followed Steve's gaze, and discovered quite quickly what he was concerned about. In the middle of the square, the aether had gathered, creating a swirling black cloud - a slow moving hurricane that stretched out into the sky, tendrils of darkness seeping into the now visible gap between realms.

"And Man of Iron and Hiccup -"

"Are in there, yes."

"Not for much longer," Clint, squinting into the cloud, said.

* * *

><p>Hiccup gasped, head swimming as he tried to get a bearing on his surroundings. He'd switched Toothless's tailfin to automatic, but he couldn't leave - neither could Tony, using JARVIS's auto-pilot as a crutch. Malekith still needed to be distracted, even if they weren't managing it completely.<p>

"Just 'till Thor gets back," Hiccup repeated, a mantra for both humans.

_'I don't like this,'_ Toothless frowned, _'you need to -'_

"Enough!" Malekith snapped, turning his attention momentarily from his work on ending the universe as one of Tony's repulsor blasts connected with his back. He swept a hand out in an arch, and out from it the aether's power came, flying directly towards the three. It was more solid than the last one, hitting Hiccup like a fist to the chest and knocking the wind out of him. While he sat on Toothless's back, gasping for breath, Malekuth sent out another wave. This one knocked the three out of the sky, rendering them unconscious as they shot off away from the torn up area.

* * *

><p>Everyone looked over to the cloud. True to Clint's word, two streaks - one black, one red and gold - were heading towards them at considerable speed.<p>

Thor moved to try and catch them, then realised that Mjolnir still hadn't arrived. The movement summoned the hammer though, bringing it crashing through a few walls. As soon as it landed in his hands, it was being swung, and Thor took off just in time to catch Tony. He set the Iron Man armour down, letting Steve get to work on taking off the faceplate, then watched as Toothless's protective wings softened Hiccup's fall.

"None of us could get in there," Steve nodded over to the whirlwind, "Not on foot. Hiccup and Tony were already in the eye."

Thor nodded. "Take those two back." He took the remaining devices from Eret and Fishlegs, then strode forwards. "_I_ can get in."

* * *

><p>Thor stepped forwards with considerable effort, shoving the last of the devices into the ground as he did. In the epicentre, it was hard to see much more than the ground directly at his feet - everything else was lost in deep red swirls. As slow as it appeared to the outside observer, the wind inside the aether's reach was fast and harsh.<p>

"Malekith!" Thor shouted into the wind. The Dark Elf stepped forwards to meet him.

"Darkness returns, Asgardian. Ready to witness the end of your universe?"

Thor chuckled. "I've come to accept your surrender."

"You think you can stop me? The aether cannot be destroyed."

Thor gave a knowing smile. "_You _can." He dived forwards with a roar, raising Mjolnir in one hand and the device in the other as he prepared to strike. Malekith leapt up to meet him halfway.

Time seemed to slow as hammer and fist collided. The full brunt of the aether hit Thor, but he braced himself and drove Mjolnir into Malekith's face, adding a bit of lightning to help the job. Slowly, the device drove into Malekith, and his face lost its anger to give way for surprise. The expression remained as long as Malekith's body did - only a second - and then flickered, like the rest of him, then teleported away from Earth. With nowhere to go, no master to control it, the whirlwind collapsed, coming together into a single solid red mass. It looked, for all intents and purposes, like a red stone.

Thor fell face forwards into the dirt, completely unable to stand. He could see half dirt - full dirt if he closed an eye - half a small section of grass directly in front of him. He blinked at it, not sure how much time was passing, until a shoe appeared in his limited vision.

"Thor!" It was Jane, he could hear rather than see her, and could now feel her shaking him. "You have to move!"

Thor tried to tell Jane that he wouldn't actually be moving anywhere for at least a week, thank you very much, but found he had to settle for a mumble that resembled no real language. Jane crouched over him protectively, but nothing happened.

After a few seconds (Thor was about to try a second go at speaking just to ask what Jane was doing), clapping started from out of Thor's vision.

Tony, suit slightly dismantled around him, sat up for long enough to look at Selvig. "Nice work..." he said, not entirely focused, "got that guy good."

Then, both he and Thor felt it prudent to engage in a nap.

* * *

><p><strong>After Thor 2 gets sorted out there're two possible situations - go straight to the ending, or stop off at Winter Soldier first. Which sounds best? (Also leave a review as a 1st birthday present to the fic please and thank.)<strong>


	20. Not a Hivemind After All

**A/n: so it took, like, a month and a bit to write this. I'll be honest, I wasn't expecting school to happen quite to the extent it did. But there's finally a holiday, so I managed to finish this off!  
>Also, the vote was a pretty much unanimous one for going into CA:WS, so that'll be happening. Sorry for anyone who wanted Age Of Ultron too (I want to finish this this century; can't have too many chapters!)<strong>

**Anyway, enjoy.**

* * *

><p>Thor came to awareness with the help of a rather annoying tapping on the side of his face. He grumbled, an entirely undignified act but the tapping was so <em>annoying.<em>

"Come on Point Break," Ah, figures it'd be Tony. "I'm not allowed to carry on napping, so neither are you."

Thor groaned, forcing his eyes open and trying - and failing - to not squint in the sudden light. "Remind me never to fight Malekith again..."

"Malekith, sure, but his army?" Tony had moved back a little, and Thor could see that he was lying sideways in the grass. He had vague recollections of the battle ending that way - how long ago had it ended? "You might have to deal with them."

"Huh?" Thor said intelligently.

"_This_ army wasn't a hive mind," Hiccup explained. "The soldiers are still around - some of them anyway - and none of them are too pleased that we took out their leader."

Sure enough, now that Thor propped himself up with an arm, he could see that they weren't alone on the torn-up grass. Around the edges of the former building - now rubble - the Dark Elves who had yet to be physics-ed away by Selvig's devices or taken out by the Avengers were congregating.

Thor checked upwards briefly - nope, there wasn't going to be any help from the Convergence - it was over. He scanned the group then - four people with no fighting experience, four Vikings who seemed relatively battle-ready, Hiccup and Tony who were anything but, and the rest of the Avengers. While a bit battered, he figured the superhero crew could take a few more hits.

"We need to get everyone else out of here," Astrid was saying, gesturing to the non-fighters, Hiccup, Tony, and - mildly insultingly - Thor himself. "And we need someone to go check in on the twins anyway."

Tony frowned at that, then flipped his faceplate down. "No need," he said, flipping it back up and glaring at a spot of undisturbed grass a few feet away, "they're already here. Also, I resent the insinuation that I can't take any of those guys."

"We kind of _can't," _Hiccup reasoned. He walked over to where Tony was staring, hands held out in front of him. As the Viking reached the clean grass patch, it suddenly shimmered, revealing the real image underneath. Loki stood there, along with Ruffnut and Tuffnut.

"Hehe," the twins laughed simultaneously, "_Loki'd!"_

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "What part of 'stay there' didn't you get?" he deadpanned.

"Uh, the 'stay' bit."

"_Anyway," _Astrid stressed, "we have other things to be concentrating on. Like defeating _them."_

While distracted by the arrival of Loki, no one else had noticed the Dark Elves slowly approaching. They were too close now to try running.

"Looks like we're fighting our way out then," Hiccup said resignedly. Tony nodded, held his hands out by his side, and did, quite decidedly, nothing.

"Ah," he said, glancing down at the suit's propulsors, which, if he really tried, he could get a spluttering flicker of energy from. "No more fighting for me, quite apparently."

"We can keep an eye on Loki, since the twins failed at that," Hiccup suggested, holding out his hands for Thor to switch the handcuffs over. "The rest of you have fun dealing with _that." _Hiccup swept his free arm out, gesturing to the army that was still waiting for their enemy to make a move.

Natasha looked between the army and Loki. "I think we've got the better deal," she said eventually, then ran forwards. The rest of the Avengers and Vikings dashed forwards too, fanning out in a circle.

* * *

><p>"Man," Eret grinned as he swung his two swords around in an intricate pattern. He had yet to use them, still waiting for their selected group of Elves to attack. "This takes me back to the dragon-wrangling days. Stats, Fishlegs?"<p>

"Based on their numbers, I'd guess they're all low level grunts. Malekith was obviously the leader, but they're organised enough to attack... intelligence about four, I'd say."

"Only four?" Steve looked back to Fishlegs.

"Well, they're going in to attack, aren't they?" Fishlegs pointed out. "If they were any more than a five in intelligence they would've noticed how well only a few of us managed to kill so many of them. They _should _be retreating right now."

Steve tilted his head, conceding the point. "Well, shame for us that they're so stupid, then. What else can you tell?"

"Numbers also means they're probably quite weak. Not very heavily armoured, so either they're good at defence on their own or they're expendable. I don't really know why Malekith brought them - clearly he thought the power of the aether was enough to do the job alone..."

"Unless they were just here to witness Malekith's success..." Steve guessed. "Either way, sounds like this isn't going to be too difficult. Our main problem here is probably that there's so many left, and we've been fighting the aether for a while already..."

"We could always just get the Hulk out," Fishlegs pointed out. "Speed eight, strength ten, stamina ten - probably higher, but I don't want to break my scale."

"Hmm..." Steve agreed reluctantly, "I'd rather leave that as a last resort, though. Code red - code _green_, if you will."

Fishlegs looked back at Bruce, who'd stuck with Hiccup and Tony. "Fair enough," he said. "Somehow, I don't think Ruff, Tuff and Lout are gonna have any trouble with continuing the fight..."

* * *

><p><em>'What <em>are _these things?' _Stormfly asked as she dived down, flicking her tail to nail down a group of Dark Elves with deadly precision.

_'Did you not even listen to the explanation last night? Dark Elves!' _Toothless shouted back from the ground. _'Doesn't really matter though, all you need to do is take them out!'_

_'We know _that!' Hookfang replied, _'But why are they attacking? Do they just wanna take over Earth, because I think they're gonna find it a bit hand to do that if we're killing them this easily.'_

Toothless sighed. '_They're a bunch of soldiers. Their leader died - the guy with all the red light stuff? Did you see that?'_

Stormfly let out a stream of flame that crisped the Elves, and left scorch marks in the ground. _'Battle first, questions later,' _she decided, and sent out another set of spikes that flew just fast enough to pierce a soldier sneaking up behind Astrid, but not to go through to her rider.

Toothless gave a jump, and gave his wings a cursory flap. _'Damn,' _he cursed when he landed, tailfin having failed to open properly. _'Stupid thing broke again...' _He looked back to the centre of the square, not too far from where he'd reached already. _'Okay,' _he announced, _'I'm going back. Stormfly can make sure you don't do anything stupid.'_

Ignoring Hookfang's indignant protests, Toothless shot a plasma blast to clear the way, then bounded back to his rider.

"Hey there bud!" Hiccup smiled as the dragon arrived. "Tailfin broken again?"

_'You know it...' _Toothless groused. _'We need to find a more sturdy material for it.'_

In lieu of a verbal response, Hiccup nodded slowly. "Got other things to worry about for now, though," he pointed out. "Like _that."_

_That, _which Hiccup pointed to as he spoke, turned out to be Loki. The Norse god was quite clearly having a good sulk. Loki glowered at Hiccup. "You're ruining all my plans, you know."

"Hmm," Hiccup said disinterestedly, "and if rumour is true, your last big plan almost ended in Earth falling under your power. Ever considered we might not _want_ your plans to work?"

Loki scowled. "I preferred you Vikings back when you were all praying to me."

Hiccup ignored Loki's comment, instead opting to give a quick glance to the solid ass-kicking the Elves were getting. With any luck the others would be able to wrap the fight up pretty soon, and then... well, Hiccup wasn't quite sure _what_ would need to be done next. He had the feeling that there was going to be more in the way of wrapping things up than just beating up a few low-level (comparatively) soldiers.

_'What was up with that Malekith guy, anyway?'_ Toothless asked. _'What was he even trying to do?'_

_'He was saying something about bringing darkness to the universe...'_ Hiccup remembered, _'he's some creature from before the universe, apparently.'_

_'That,'_ Toothless stated decidedly, '_is weird.'_

_'Says you,' _Hiccup retorted. _'Anyway, that's all his motive seemed to be. Perhaps some kind of grudge against Thor - Odin was saying that it was Thor's granddad who beat Malekith the first time.'_

Toothless thought over that one for a moment. _'Malekith's _old.'

* * *

><p>"You were doing this right before we arrived, weren't you? Fighting aliens." Astrid commented as her axe connected with an Elf's head. "Do you make a habit of it?"<p>

"Try not to," Natasha replied. "But recently..."

"And I thought life on Berk was hectic..." Astrid frowned. "The worst we got there was Dagur - this really creepy guy, bit obsessed with Hiccup - trying to kill all our dragons." She looked back as she felt an Elf dropping behind her, then gave a smile and nod to Stormfly, who'd taken it out. "Not that he was terribly good at it."

"Hmm..." Natasha jumped up onto an Elf, clinging onto it with her thighs, and twisted so that it fell to the ground, neck snapped. "If you want more stuff like this, you could always come along when we get a mission."

Astrid smiled. "Might take you up on that." Between learning a new language and acclimatising to a new world, life at the tower had been its own kind of busy, but now that she was getting used to everything... a new challenge wouldn't go amiss.

The two lapsed into silence as another wave of Elves - were they reproducing somehow? Because Astrid didn't recall seeing that many of them when they first started to fight... - came at them. With a few minutes, axe swings, and small doses of well-timed aerial support, the Elves were taken care of.

"Anyway," Natasha continued as though the conversation had never been dropped, "next time we get one, I'll see if we can't all go."

"Sounds good," Astrid smiled. "Though, if it's a stealth thing, I wouldn't recommend telling the other riders."

* * *

><p>"Did any of the devices survive whatever Thor did?" Jane, sensing a pause in Hiccup's dragonese explanation, asked.<p>

Hiccup shrugged. "Tony?"

The billionaire, who had been busy removing his suit except for the faceplate during Hiccup's explanation, lowered the helmet back over his face. "I can see three near here," he reported. "Could we make another remote?"

"No need," Jane smiled, taking the, still intact, control from her bag. "Even if the convergence is over... would there be any residual energy?"

Selvig shrugged. "Possibly. The ancients didn't have the technology we have, but I'd guess that such a large scale distortion would leave aftereffects."

"It _did _start causing things to go weird a few days before the convergence, didn't it?" Darcy pointed out.

Jane nodded. "Yeah, it probably will then. Still be good to check though, see if there'd be enough for us to harness... Tony, can your faceplate scan for the convergence's energy?"

Taking on a determined look, Tony picked the control from Jane's hands. There was silence, save for the chaotic sounds of the battle ensuing not too far away, for a few minutes, as Tony tinkered with both control and faceplate. Then finally: "It can now."

It was a few more minutes of waiting as Tony stared into the faceplate before a verdict was reached. "We have the energy, but only if we get everyone in one shot."

"Right!" Hiccup clapped his hands together. "We'll need to get everyone out, then herd the Elves into one spot... where's there the most energy?" Tony waved his hand in the general direction of Clint and Snotlout. "Okay, we'll use that area then. Now we just need the dragons over here - Toothless?"

The night fury gave an obliging nod, then tipped his head back and gave out a roar.

_'Get over here, you lot!'_

The rest of the dragons turned at the call, and made short work of arriving in front of their leader.

_'We need to get everyone out, and try and herd up these Elves... __Stormfly, Barf and Belch, you two go pick everyone up. Hookfang and Meatlug,' _he gestured with his head towards the area Tony had indicated. _'Fireblast them 'till they've rounded up over there.'_

* * *

><p>Clint's eyes narrowed just a fraction, then he released his grip on the bow string. His arrow soared with a perfect trajectory to land directly in the eye of an Elf soldier a few rows back. Before there was time to react, it exploded, taking out the closest surrounding Elves too.<p>

Snotlout was tackling the front row. He gave a slightly strained grin as he brought his hammer down, creating a _thud _of finality as it connected with an Elf's head. "Do these things have no concept of _giving up?" _he asked, as another Elf stepped up to take the other's place.

"Says _you," _Clint retorted, loosing another arrow, "the _Viking."_

"Yeah!" Snotlout agreed, "I mean, there's stubbornness, then there's..." he paused fighting to sweep an arm out in an all-encompassing arc, "_this. _Their leader's gone," he continued swinging his hammer, "their plan's failed, and -" with a two-handed swing, Snotlout brought two Elves down at once, "we're kinda kicking their asses. Why not... retreat, at least?"

"Isn't their ship gone, though?" Clint wondered. "Maybe they just can't leave."

"Speaking of leaving," both Clint and Snotlout started at the voice from above. Hiccup, the owner of the disembodied voice, was sat atop Stormfly a few feet above them, "you should be doing that now."

Snotlout, articulate as ever, voiced his confusion: "Huh?"

"Us, leaving," Hiccup repeated. "Unless you _want _to stick around for when we start up the one way trip to another dimension..."

"Okay, okay, jeez," Snotlout abandoned the fight and held up a hand, that Stormfly took up in one of her claws. "I was just a bit confused," he continued as he was flung in an arc into the air to land on the Nadder's back.

Clint preferred to climb up into his seat more manually. "So Selvig's machines still work?"

"That's what we're hoping, yes."

Stormfly jerked back up into the air with a quick flap of her wings, just avoiding an Elf's spear.

"Okay," Hiccup said, "we need to get this," he held up one of Selvig's machines, "over _there_."

* * *

><p>"Hey, are we supposed to be retreating?"<p>

Thor paused mid swing of Mjolnir. "Retreating?" he echoed. Indeed, it looked as though the other Avengers and Vikings were congregating back where Loki, Tony and Hiccup sat.

Ruffnut gave a disappointed groan. "This was so _fun, _too!" she moaned. Wing beats sounded behind her, and she sighed again. "Yeah, yeah," she waved at Barf and Belch, sounding put out, "we're coming."

The twins boarded their respective dragon heads, then Barf and Belch lowered to allow Thor to hop on. Dragon and riders lifted into the air, just before the Elves reached the Zippleback. Instead of colliding with a dragon, the two groups clashed with each other.

It was a short ride over to the rest of the group, where Thor hopped back off the dragon.

"Why are we retreating?"

"_Somebody _here used their brains instead of mindlessly trying to smash everything," Loki said edgily. "You should try it some time, brother."

"What he _means _to say is, we're going to use these," Jane raised the remote, "to get rid of all these in one fell swoop."

Thor nodded. "A sound plan."

"Yep!" Tony agreed, "Just gotta wait for the dragons to finish rounding these guys up, then they'll give the signal, and -" he demonstrated their disappearance with a wiggle of his fingers, moving his hands out slowly.

"They're almost done," Clint pointed out. Indeed, Stormfly, with Hiccup on her back, was just moving up and out of the Elves' range. Hiccup leant closer to her, and she shot out a few spikes into the gathered crowd.

"That's the signal," Jane told Thor. She pressed on of the buttons on the remote, and turned a dial. There was a brief ripple in the air underneath the three flying dragons, then the Elves disappeared in a wave of distortion.

"Well, that was fun," Tony announced loudly into the empty courtyard. "Now, who else wants breakfast?"

* * *

><p>"We really should go back to Asgard," Jane said suddenly.<p>

Thor looked up from his bowl of cereal. Come to think of it, they _had _committed treason on the way out... "After breakfast." he decided. It wouldn't do to deal with Odin on an empty stomach. Besides, it was quite fun, having breakfast up on the roof of a high rise block of flats (Thor suspected Jane and Darcy would be able to live up here now, given all of Tony's improvements to the place.)

_"More tea?" _the robotic British accented voice of Kelly, the AI Tony had installed in the kettle, inquired.

"Thanks," Ian said, holding out his mug. Arms sprouted out of the kettle, allowing it to pour itself, then add milk. Ian took the proffered mug with a grateful nod.

"It's weird," he said, to no one in particular, "that I just communicated with my kettle."

"Not all kettles can talk?" Snotlout exclaimed, spluttering toast over the table, which Kelly took the time to clean up. "I thought that was just what they did..."

"It _is_ just what they do, when Stark's involved," Steve said with an accusatory glance.

"Oh, come on!" Tony grinned. "I made it solar powered just for you - thought you'd be into that saving the environment stuff. Also, don't have any starkanium to hand for a mini arc reactor..."

"Do we _have_ to go to Asgard?" Ruffnut whined, bringing the conversation inadvertently back on topic, "me and Loki were just getting to know each other."

_Oh yes_. Thor had forgotten about his brother. Needed to bring him back too. Though, looking at Loki's expression, spending time with the twins was more a punishment than prison ever would be.

"We need to go back anyway," Hiccup tild them. "Odin told us not to leave, so we kinda committed a little bit of treason just by leaving." He laughed awkwardly while the other Vikings gaped at him.

"Yikes," Tony said eventually, "when you put it like that..."

"_After_ breakfast," Thor repeated.

"Well, brother..." Loki said, amusement clear in his tone, "rather regretting your hasty actions, it seems."

"Those 'hasty actions' saved the entire universe," Jane snapped back. "And that includes your sorry ass, so you don't have much room to talk."

Clint gave a barely stifled laugh. "Man, she has a point..." he shrugged. "Looks like she got you beat Loki."

Loki scowled. "I preferred it when you all feared me."

* * *

><p>Five more rounds of bacon and eggs later - and a trip down to the shop to get poptarts - Thor had finally finished eating.<p>

"How does he _do_ that?" Fishlegs asked, awed. He himself had given in two rounds ago - the last of the non superpowered humans to do so.

Steve grinned. "I don't know how you're all so surprised."

"Shut up, Mr Metabolism," Tony grumbled. "Anyway, aren't we going to Asgard?"

Thor grimaced. "Suppose we have to. Who wants to come with?"

Selvig shook his head. "I don't care for inter-dimensional travel."

"I should probably stay behind too," Steve admitted. "Fury's probably going to start calling us to sort out this mess -"

"What mess?" Tony said, affronted, "We got rid of all the aliens!"

"- so _someone _needs to stay behind. And you _need _to go," Steve finished with a pointed look to Loki. He was the only other person not to raise their hand.

"What?" the Asgardian defended, "would any of _you_ like it if you knew you were going back to prison?"

"Oh boo hoo," Clint said, absolutely _full_ of sympathy. "You deserve what you got."

Thor gave Loki a look, and the latter didn't make a comeback. The former then rose his hammer to the sky, and in a crackle of lightning the entire breakfast setup disappeared from the rooftop.

* * *

><p>"Sorry," Thor said as the breakfast setup reappeared at the end of the Bifrost.<p>

Heimdall gave the price an unimpressed look as an unfinished English breakfast (with all the trimmings) landed on his head.

"I see your quest was successful," he said, somehow managing to maintain his dignity even as beans dripped down his helmet.

"Yes." Thor agreed shortly, slightly sheepish. "Brought Loki back, too," he gestured to the handcuffed prisoner.

"And breakfast," Tony said with a winning smile. He received an even less impressed look, and grinned even wider.

"Come on," Hiccup said, brushing past the upended table and gently nudging Kelly back upright as he passed the AI, "we came here to do something, might as well get it done."

* * *

><p>It had seemed a good idea at the time, but now that he was actually stood in front of Odin, Fishlegs regretted his choice to go to Asgard. It seemed Snotlout and Eret shared his sentiment; the Vikings were shifting in place awkwardly. The twins simply didn't sense the awkwardness, and Hiccup and Astrid had already experienced Odin's disapproval.<p>

"I..." Thor hesitated. "We have defeated Malekith. The aether has been secured, and I have brought Loki back."

Odin nodded. "Yet you have still committed treason."

"Oh, please," Loki scoffed. All eyes turned to him. "You think Thor was clever enough to come up with that whole plan, and independent enough to go against your word?" He gave a short laugh. "No, I'd like to take my credit now."

Odin frowned. "Explain."

"Well, it's quite simple, really," Loki grinned. "I tricked him. And all of them. And they didn't even realise," he continued, gesturing to Thor's obviously confused expression. "He thought you'd changed your mind, told him to go get Malekith. And when he went to me for help with a plan, I tricked him into letting me out."

Odin levelled each of the brothers with a stare. "This is true?"

Thor stared at Loki. "Just go along with it," the trickster said impatiently, "he'll fall for it just like he's falling for this illusion now."

Glancing back at Odin revealed that he clearly had no idea an exchange had taken place. Thor shrugged mentally. "Yes. Until now, I... didn't know I was going against you. I apologise."

"Good acting, brother!" Loki teased from behind his illusion, as Thor knelt down and bowed his head.

Odin stared at Thor, then at each of his companions in turn, flicking between Natasha's unreadable poker face and Tony's cheeky grin, to Hiccup's contemplative frown, finally settling on the other Vikings, trying desperately not to squirm under the intense gaze.

"Very well," he said at last.

"Told you," Loki butted in with a smirk.

"Loki will return to his cell. The rest of you may leave." He turned his back on the group, and a gaggle of soldiers swept in to remove the prisoner. As he was led off, Loki gave a cheerful wave of farewell.

The remaining members of the group were silent as they left the room, and as they made their way back along the path to the gate. It wasn't until they landed back on Earth soil, with varying degrees of balance success, that the spell was lifted.

"That was... unexpected." Tony summed up.

"No kidding," Clint agreed. "What was _that_ about?"

"The world may never know..." Tony said dramatically. "Unless, of course, our favourite spy-der tells us?" _Ha! _Spy-der, Black Widow, _quality pun there.._

Natasha clearly didn't agree. She fixed Tony a stern look, then stepped past him on the rooftop, expertly avoiding the returned table set and newly unbalanced Kelly, to get to Steve.

"I take it your end went smoother than mine," the soldier assumed, nodding back at the decidedly unruffled (physically, at least), group behind Natasha. The spy nodded. Steve smiled as he recalled the afternoon. "We hit a bit of a block when the British government turned up. They didn't much appreciate us breaking their grade two listed building, surprisingly."

"Peh, that place was begging to be knocked down. So_ old_, and I bet the tech in there was probably ancient too." Tony dismissed, taking the time to put Kelly upright ("no, I don't want a coffee right now, thanks") as he made his way over to the conversation. "Tell Fury to tell them I'll see to it that whatever it was gets replaced with a state of the art interior and replica exterior."

Steve smiled. "He already did."

As Tony lamented the injustice that was people taking advantage of his wealth ("I mean, sure it's barely a dent, but at least _ask _first! Common courtesy, people!"), everyone else walked over to the discussion.

"So, what happened at your end?"

"Loki happened," Clint explained shortly. "Up and pretended the whole plan was his idea. Sure, it got us out of being, like, executed for our crimes against Asgard, or whatever, but I'm still gonna sue."

"Oh," Steve's eyes widened. "Well, I assume he's still gone back to prison? Well, no point in puzzling over his motives then, I guess..."

* * *

><p><strong>So, to summarise: yes CA:WS, no AOU, sorry for the wait. Review?<strong>


	21. Steve Rogers: Bucky Barnes, Start!

**A/n: merry christmas guys (whoops when did it become christmas I swear this wasn't supposed to take so long to write... story of my life tbh). I'm back, with what is _obviously_ _(read: sarcasm [except fo u kym i know dis ur fave]) _the best christmas present you're gonna get this year! **

* * *

><p>"Actually <em>call <em>this time!" Jane yelled through the customs barrier at the retreating superheroes. Thor laughed and waved before disappearing into the crowd.

"I don't know how he's managing to look so normal," Darcy said from beside her. "Sure, we finally convinced him to wear some people clothes, but he's still... well, Thor."

"Probably something to do with the fact that we're in an airport." Jane mused. "You'd expect they'd get the helicarrier to pick them up or something."

Darcy nodded - they'd both been expecting that, or perhaps for them to go on the dragons, but Tony Stark had other ideas. Jane might've accepted his reasoning if he were anyone else - why would a _billionaire _be concerned with wasting money on plane tickets? Maybe he just found the Vikings' attempts to look normal in public funny - or, as Jane theorised, maybe he was avoiding Fury. After all, he still hadn't (to her knowledge) attended the debriefing the Director had been threatening them with.

Whatever his reasoning, it was no longer Jane's problem. "Come on," she said, drawing her gaze from where Thor had slipped away, "we need to make sure Selvig hasn't decided to strip in front of any other world heritage sites..."

* * *

><p>The second flight, Snotlout found, was much less interesting than the first. And the first hadn't even been that interesting - what was the point of flying in a container, why couldn't it be like those open topped cars Tony had? But it was over now, and they were disembarking the plane at last.<p>

"Now," Tony said as they made their way to airport security, "we have to try and get through quickly. Fury's probably sent some agents over to collect us (wouldn't put it past him to find out what flight we're on) and I, for one, don't want to have to actually _go _to that debriefing."

Snotlout nodded. He shared the sentiment; they'd had to have a mini meeting after the incident on the oil rig with all those weird glowy people, and it had been one of the most boring experiences of his life (not the _most _boring, mind: he'd once listened in on Hiccup and Fishlegs discussing one of the new dragon breeds they'd found.)

The trip through security was, while tense, uneventful. Hawkeye's keen watch didn't find even a hint of any SHIELD agents he recognised, and the civilian clothes the team wore drew no attention.

"Wow!" Tony grinned as they walked outside, confident in Clint's assessment of a clear coast, "Looks like we're actually going to _make it_." He opened the car door, and his grin fell.

"Sorry boss," Happy said with an awkward smile. Beside him, Fury didn't look impressed.

"Looks like you're coming with me."

* * *

><p>There really was no avoiding this meeting. Tony would know: he was a veritable expert in the art of dodging such events, and he'd pulled out every excuse in the book (including 'I think I left the oven on' - which JARVIS helpfully ruined with a quick <em>"All ovens in the tower are off, sir.",<em> filthy traitor that the AI was.)

So here he was, sat around a stuffy table in a stuffy room with people just as bored as him (if not more so). And a couple of dragons, but that was beside the point. _At least the chairs are comfy_, he mused, giving the stylised office chair a quick spin.

Fury cleared his throat pointedly. "If you're finished behaving like a _child_,"

"Oh, never," Tony grinned, spinning the chair in a full circle to prove it.

"You're a grown ass man, Stark." Fury deadpanned.

"Just listen," Hiccup suggested. "It'll go quicker. And hey, you might learn something new for next time!"

"Next time?" Tony repeated, "Who says I'm gonna go through all this saving the day lark again?"

The next second he was cursing his mouth, as a distant siren sounded. The Avengers jumped to attention, and Fury shot a smug look in the billionaire's direction. Tony sighed.

"I'll go get the suit."

* * *

><p>Hiccup was up on Toothless's back and moving in the direction of the siren before Fury even had a chance to make a sarcastic comment towards Tony. It occurred to him on the way that he perhaps should've waited for instruction - he didn't even know what the alarm meant, after all, but quickly ignored that train of thought when he noticed the screaming, then the smoke, and then, finally, the sudden shift in air pressure as it reached him.<p>

Toothless momentarily lost control, and rider and dragon were swept down the corridor, past the various agents clinging on to small ridges in the walls for dear life, and into the affected room.

"What happened here?" Hiccup yelled over the wind as the two were dragged through a sizeable hole in the ship's exterior, along with a stream of papers and deskware. "Is someone attacking?"

_'No one that I can see,'_ Toothless flared his wings out to stop their descent, then flew back through into the helicarrier. 'Is there a way to stop the air escaping?'

Hiccup squinted against the air and assorted stationery. "Over there," he pointed to a panel beside the door, "we can close off this room."

Toothless bounded over to the switch, and Hiccup slammed the button to close the door. "Right," he said as the doors slid down, "now to pick up anyone who's fallen."

When the pair got back outside, backup had arrived, in the form of Tony and the other dragons. They were shooting after the SHIELD agents who'd fallen, and with a quick nudge from Hiccup, Toothless sped down after them.

Despite the others' head start, the Night Fury's superior speed allowed him and Hiccup to be the first to reach a person. Toothless grabbed out with his front paws and gripped onto the closest agent - a blonde woman whose hair had somehow managed to stay tied up in a neat bun throughout her experience - in a sort of hug (if it could be considered as such when one member of the hug was upside down, and the other was a dragon).

"You okay?" Hiccup called down to the dangling woman, who nodded mutely in response.

"Thanks," she said as he pulled her up. "You wouldn't be able to try and catch some of these computers, would you?" she asked, gesturing to the plummeting software, "Could save us a few hours of work - it hasn't been backed up yet, it's all just reports."

Hiccup checked back up towards the other dragons and riders. All of them had a few people caught, and there were only one or two still making a descent. "Alright," he agreed. "You heard her, bud."

* * *

><p>"Nothing came up through the hole, right?" Steve checked. He and his other landlocked teammates were stuck with Fury in the main area of the ship, hoping that something might occur that was visible through the large windows.<p>

"See for yourself," Fury invited, sweeping an arm over to one of the overhead screens. It was displaying loops of the force that created the hole, each loop with a different degree of slow-mo. Steve watched as the latest repeat, this one slowed so that the seconds-long clip lasted a full minute, showed him... nothing.

"Something was shot from below," Clint said. "Didn't look deliberate though - what's beneath us right now?"

"New York," Natasha supplied. "Looks like it _was _accidental." She held up the pad she'd been looking at, showing a badly shot clip of... well, Steve couldn't be sure; the camera work was shoddy at best, as well as the video quality, but it looked like something was attacking. "This popped up in the last five minutes."

By the looks of it, Clint couldn't tell what was happening either. He was squinting at the shaky images with some confusion.

"Wait." he held out a hand, and Natasha paused the video. "Look at that," Clint pointed to the corner of the screen. There was an object, small, thin and blurry from its movement, headed directly upwards. "That's probably what hit us."

"That thing?" Steve said, knowing as he said it that it was stupid; he'd lived in this century for long enough to know that a lot of tech had shrunk. "But it's so thin... And how would it make it up there?"

"You'd have to ask Stark," Clint shrugged, "It's his invention."

Technically, that made sense. Those arrows were pretty high-tech, and made by Tony, so they'd probably be capable of hitting targets _miles _off, but... "_Tony _made it? What're your arrows doing in the hands of... whoever that is?"

Fury stood up. He walked over to his station to look at the screens. "That's what you're going to go find out."

* * *

><p>"AAAAAAARGH!"<p>

"Heh, nice scream. Real girly."

"Shut up! That fridge was like, really close to my face!"

Hiccup weaved under said fridge as it hurtled towards him. "_Focus_!" he shouted to the twins, who were now too concentrated in their argument to notice the next piece of kitchen equipment being chucked their way.

"Ha! This tech is great!" the Avengers' current assailant, a pasty teen with a serious 'rich kid' vibe, decked out in a strangely put together metal suit, laughed. "Picking up this oven is _effortless_!"

_"How's it going over there?"_ Steve intoned. The Vikings had split off to combat the main problem, but the others had been distracted by an army of shoddily pieced together drones.

"Not great." Hiccup admitted. "He's seen us, and he broke into a restaurant to throw their kitchen at us. It's been a fun ten minutes."

"Fun for you!" shouted Snotlout, who had yet to remove the pan (still filled with the soup of the day, which looked to be tomato based) from his head. "With the fast dragon who'll actually _dodge _stuff for you." He yanked the pot away from its position, and hurled it at their attacker.

"_Rude_!" the teenager shouted in response. "Who even are you guys, anyway? Avenger groupies?" He scoffed. "You're always on the news just behind them. It's quite sad, really. Why would they pick some lame costumed weirdoes when there's clearly a better man for the job?" Then he flexed, and crushed a frying pan with his armour.

"Oh," Hiccup realised. He sighed, and turned his attention back to Steve. "Can you come over here? I think I know how to stop this."

* * *

><p>As per Hiccup's instruction, the remaining Avengers made their way over to the restaurant, destroying a few stray drones as they did. They kept out of sight until there was a brief reprieve in the kitchenware, now down to cutlery.<p>

"_Ahem_." Tony cleared his throat loudly, catching the villain's attention. "Put the spoon down," he said, with an air of someone requesting the same of a man with a deadly weapon. "You don't have to scoop that ice cream!"

The boy, Steel Boy (or perhaps Steal Boy, Hiccup was unsure of the spelling) - as dubbed by Tony at first sight of his commandeered tech, turned at the noise. "_Finally_!" he said, rolling his eyes in exasperation, "Took you guys long enough!" He added, jerkily floating down from his hovering position and dropping all pretences of the attack he'd kept up for the last hour.

Steve took one look at the boy. "Son, he said slowly, "no."

"Did you see how I fended off those losers with their - what, fake dragons?" The boy snorted. "Who even thinks dragons are cool, anyway?"

"Well," Tony began matter of factly, (_oh god here comes some dumbass pun_), "since dragons are creatures that create _fire_, I think everyone can agree that they'd be _hot _instead of cool."

"...anyway," the boy visibly ignored the joke, "is there like, a super secret initiation ceremony now? Do we go back to the base? Where _is _the base, anyway? I'll have to know, now that I'm an Ave -"

The repeated "son, no," from Steve was no louder than the first, but this time it gave the late teen pause.

"What? Do I have to get my superhero name first?"

"No," Clint took over, much brasher than Steve. "The only thing that's gonna happen is we're gonna take you up to the helicarrier to find out who's been deluding you, saying you could be an Avenger."

"What?"

Clint sighed. "We're not looking for members. And even if we were, people tend to get in on more of a... random happenstance, really."

"Yeah," Snotlout butted in, flying low and upside down directly next to Steel Boy. "Like us _winners _with our _real _dragons."

Steel Boy's face contorted into a scowl. "Fine!" he shouted. "If you can't see how superior I am -"

("Oooh," Clint added sarcastically, "He knows _big words_.")

"- I'll just _show you_!"

Steel Boy held his hands out, and the stolen propulsors splittered pathetically.

"I said I'll _show you_!" he repeated forcefully, but his metal gloves decidedly failed to liven up.

"That's Hammer tech for you," Tony said, unable to avoid sounding smug. "Shoddily put together, probably stolen... and with terrible battery power."

He grinned, then laughed as Astrid swept past, grabbing him up and turning him upside down.

"Alright," Tony said, "let's just get him in a cell or something."

* * *

><p>"You know, we're really not half bad at this," Snotlout boasted, relaxing back in his chair with his arms folded behind his head. "We should totally do this all the time. We could have a team name!" he grinned, and sat back forwards. "Like... Team Snotlout!"<p>

"I preferred D.U.M.B," Astrid deadpanned. "Let's just stick with the Avengers."

"Whatever," Snotlout scoffed, "you just don't know awesome when you hear it. Anyway, when's our next mission gonna be?"

"It'll be whenever we need you," Fury deadpanned. "Knowing the state of the Earth, I wouldn't expect you to be waiting for too long."

* * *

><p>Fishlegs had noticed that Steve, despite claiming to wake far before most of the rest of the tower ("not counting people who never go to sleep in the first place", he'd add, with a pointed glare over at the scientists), always seemed to be one of the last to arrive to breakfast.<p>

"Oh!" Steve said when asked, "I usually go for a run in the mornings. Do you want to come with?"

Fishlegs considered the option. On one hand: no. No running, no early rising. On the other hand, if he wasn't in the tower in the morning, he couldn't get the usual rude awakening from one of the twins blowing something up. "I could come watch," he'd agreed, based on this logic. "It would be nice to see some of the scenery, and I might find some better rocks for Meatlug."

At this point, Tony had given an affronted gasp, and asked, mocking hurt, why the rocks he was currently ordering (from some obscure professional rock gardening company, no less) weren't up to par.

"I'll ask Eret to come along, too," he said before Tony could completely derail the conversation. "He might actually want to run."

* * *

><p>As it turned out, Eret <em>did <em>want to run - or at least, he had at first. Three laps around the Washington Monument later and he joined Fishlegs beneath the tree he'd picked out.

"I have to get some superpowers," he panted, accepting the water bottle Fishlegs offered with a nod of thanks. "I'm pretty fit, but his stamina's just _insane."_

The two allowed silence to fall between them, enjoying the sounds of nature (and, early as it was, minimal traffic) for a few minutes.

"Huh," Eret said, breaking the peace, "Some other guy's trying to keep up. Well, good luck to him."

Fishlegs hummed acknowledgement, cracking an eye open to peer over at the newcomer. He was indeed running round the same track as Steve, and, though he was nowhere near the Avenger's speed, he was actually still trying.

"Place your bets now for how many times he's gonna get lapped." Eret joked, raising his hands and folding them above his head as he leant back to watch.

"Oh, they'll both pass us at the same time!" Eret noted, a few minutes of commentating later (minutes mostly filled with variants of "the newcomer got lapped again"). "Hey guys!" he shouted, waving at the two runners.

Steve grinned and gave a salute as he jogged past, smiling effortlessly. "On your left," he said, challenge in his voice, as he passed his considerably more worn down companion.

* * *

><p>Steve was having a great time. Usually these jogs were carried out alone, but he was finding it quite fun to have his friends visible over at the edge of the park, and to have another runner with him - even if they were a stranger, and in no way capable of keeping his pace. Even though their only interaction had been Steve's "on your left"s and the other man's reactions to these, Steve could tell he was an amicable person.<p>

A few more laps of the water in front of the obelisk later, and Steve's new friend was looking considerably more annoyed. Steve was grinning, however, as he jogged past. He kept pace with the man for a few seconds, savouring in the tense wait for the words to be said.

"On your left."

_"Gaah!" _the man stopped, put his hands onto his knees, and sighed. "I give up! I'm gonna sit this next lap out."

Steve laughed, jogging in place for a while. "Go sit over there," he offered, pointing to the Vikings' tree. "Those are my friends."

"Huh," the other said, following the point. "Hope they've not got some crazy superpowers too."

* * *

><p>"Need a medic?" Steve asked, barely concealing a smile, as he approached the small group. While Eret had recovered from his exertion, the other man - whose name, Steve realised, he still didn't know - was still panting heavily.<p>

"I need a new set of _lungs," _he returned, regarding Steve with a mildly incredulous look. "You just ran like 13 miles in half an hour."

"Huh," Steve looked back at the Washington Monument briefly. "Guess I was a bit slow."

The other man laughed. "You should be ashamed of yourself," he joked. "Go take another lap." He looked over to the two Vikings, who were grinning as they watched the transaction. "You think he just took it?" he asked the two. "I assume you just took it."

Eret laughed. "Maybe if he had Toothless's help."

"Toothless?" the man repeated. "That another buddy of yours? What's his thing, promoting dental health?"

Steve smiled. "More like barely obeying speed limits." He offered out a hand to pull the other man up. "Steve Rogers."

"I figured that already," the man said, taking the hand. "Sam Wilson. And these guys are Fishlegs and Eret, right?"

Steve nodded. "Weird names, right?"

Sam shrugged. "They say they're Vikings. I wouldn't believe them, but I know that people can last a surprisingly long time in ice." When Steve just nodded, he continued, "Must be really weird for you lot, suddenly finding yourself in the 21st Century. Missin' the good old days?"

"Eeh," Steve pulled a face, tilting his hands in a gesture to match the sentiment. "There's a lot of good stuff - technology in general, for these two -"

"Everything from transport to dental hygiene," Fishlegs agreed.

"- the Internet, that's pretty convenient - and no polio, always a plus." Steve smiled as Sam chuckled. "Just a lot of catching up to do."

Sam considered that for a second. "Marvin Gaye, 1972, Trouble Man soundtrack. Everything you missed in one album."

"I'll put it on the list," Steve said, pulling out a small notebook to do just that.

"Not sure about you two, though," Sam gestured to the two Vikings. "Maybe find a book, like, A Thousand and One Useful Inventions Since the Tenth Century."

"I'll keep an eye out," Eret grinned.

"Oh," Steve had finished jotting down the new information, and was now looking at his phone - the latest in Stark's range, at Tony's insistence that he couldn't hang around with people who used 'ancient brick phones'. "Duty calls." He flashed the text to Eret and Fishlegs.

Sam nodded his understanding. "Nice meeting you," he said, offering a hand to shake. "And if you ever feel like dropping by the VAS and making me look awesome in front of the girl at the front desk..."

"I might just take you up on that," Steve nodded, then turned at the sound of a car pulling up. In it was Natasha, leant out of the wound-down window.

"Any of you boys got directions to the Smithsonian?" she asked. "I've got to pick up some fossils."

"_Real _funny," Steve laughed, slipping into shotgun after the two Vikings. "Real joker, this one."

Sam laughed. "See ya, then."

* * *

><p>"It's a mobile satellite launch platform," a man Bruce didn't recognise, wearing the typical SHIELD agent uniform and holding a pad - probably of the Stark variety - which he used to swipe the information up onto the larger screen as it became relevant. "Just setting up their last load when pirates took 'em, 93 minutes ago."<p>

"How many?" Steve asked.

"25," the agent responded. "They're being lead by this man -" with another swipe, a grim-looking face appeared on the main screen, "- name of Batroc. Known for causing maximum casualties."

Steve studied the screen and nodded. "Sounds simple enough," he said, smiling slightly at the group. "We just don't give him the chance to create any. When do we start?"

The agent checked his pad, then conferred with the woman piloting the small aircraft."We'll be over the ship in about a minute. Parachutes are over there," he added, nodding to the wall next to the door.

The group at large shared a look. Bruce glanced over at the cockpit, and saw that the pilot was also smiling - clearly, she'd been an agent for longer. If the man noticed the shared amusement, he didn't comment on it.

"Right then," Steve smiled, taking his shield off the wall and pointedly ignoring the parachutes, "we must be over the ship now, right?"

Hiccup pressed the door release with his fist and glanced down into the darkness. "I'd say so," he confirmed, squinting a bit against the wind. "Shall we get going then?"

The twins gave a battle cry in lieu of response, and rushed over to the door. The new agent startled when the twins jumped out, swiftly followed by Steve (in a neat dive), Hiccup (who leant backwards and toppled, smirking, over the edge), then Tony (who gave a sloppy salute then stepped backwards off the edge, not losing eye contact with the poor agent).

Clint scoffed. "Show offs," he told the agent, "the lot of them." He and Natasha actually stopped to apply parachutes before starting their descents. Eret and Fishlegs forewent the parachutes, and also the smug show-offance of their friends.

"Don't worry," Bruce told the gobsmacked agent calmly, "they like to do this sort of thing - they'll be fine. Actually -" he said a beat later - "Tony might want his suit..." Bruce walked over to the equipment wall and took the Iron Man armour (Mark 62, if he recalled correctly), then dropped it over the edge.

"Are they all super-powered then?" the agent asked, visibly recovering.

"Nope." Bruce smiled. "They're all going to... why don't you just look instead."

The agent approached the edge somewhat cautiously, and kept a death-grip on the handle beside the door as he glanced over the edge. "Oh." he said faintly. Then, "_Oh. _Freya - my SO - told me about the - the dragons, but I thought she was joking."

_"Finished initiating the newbie?" _Tony's voice rang out on the com - _must've managed to catch the suit then. _

"Wouldn't have to if you lot didn't find it so funny." Bruce countered easily. "Anyway, what's your status?"

_"Surprisingly, still taken." _Bruce could just _hear _the wink. _"But I'll make an exception just for you, if you really want a piece of -"_

"_Mission _status," Bruce clarified; he'd walked into that one.

_"How boring. Well, Steve's just hit the water. Good entry, minimal splash, but not many tricks on the descent. I'd give it a six."_

_"Harsh," _another voice, Hiccup's - joined, _"seven, at least."_

_"Steve's getting on the ship." _Astrid supplied. _"We're all waiting in the air, no sign we've been noticed just yet, and Nat and Clint are quite a bit above us."_

Bruce considered that information, and watched as it was confirmed when Steve came into view of one of the security camera's they'd intercepted the feed for. "You know," he said, looking at the array of guards, "I think these guys can probably swim."

_"Copy that."_

A soft growl, one Bruce recognised as Dragonese, startled the agent as it came through on the speakers.

"That's just Hiccup," Bruce explained. "He can speak Dragon."

There were a few more seconds of static and the _whoosh _of wind, then a black blur flitted across the security feed. Prior to the blur there had been ten black-clad, gun-toting men surrounding Steve, but now there were nine. Over the speakers, there was a muffled, strangled sort of scream which ended abruptly with a _splash._

_"You go get the inside guys," _Snotlout suggested to Steve. _"We can take care of this lot."_

And indeed, the dragon riders had control - demonstrated by Astrid, dived past on Stormfly, leading her dragon to pluck a man off Steve's shield, allowing Steve to stand properly and giving the enemy agent an early bath.

_"Alright then," _Steve agreed. On the screen, he gave a jaunty wave to the group of agents, who were hesitating to attack for far of being taken out by another mysterious blur, then walked off. _"Nat, Clint - you coming?"_

_"We're taking another entrance," _Nat explained. _"Get Stark to come with - we don't need everyone just to keep a few guys occupied."_

* * *

><p><strong>*Cuts it off there because otherwise it'd take me another five years to publish.* (Psst, know how you could make my christmas? Shoot a review my way!)<strong>


End file.
